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PREFACE 


The  accompanying  work,  compUed  and  edited  by  a Committee  of  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  is  offered  to  the  University 
public  and  to  the  musical  world  as  a comprehensive,  and,  in  many  respects,  a 
unique  coEection  of  College  Songs. 

Its  design  is  two-fold, — to  meet  the  requirements  of  the  University  College 
Glee  Club  and  the  undergraduate  body,  and  to  be  a suitable  collection  for  use  in 
the  drawing-room  and  around  the  camp-fire. 

All  the  music  in  the  book  has  been  carefully  edited  by  Mr.  Theodore  Martens, 
of  whose  thorough  and  painstaking  services  the  Committee  desire  to  make  special 
mention  Wherever  necessary  or  desirable,  songs  have  been  re-harmonized,  trans- 
posed or  arranged  for  maile  voices,  and, — .a  special  feature  of  the  work — -nearly  all 
choruses  have  been  arranged  with  parts  suitable  for  college  and  general  use.  Great 
economy  in  the  disposal  of  space,  and  the  almost  entire  use  of  the  short  score,  have 
made  it  possible  to  include  an  unusually  large  number  of  songs.  Among  them  will 
of  course  be  found  many,  original,  or  peculiar  to  the  University  of  Toronto,  that 
have  never  before  appeared  in  any  pe^Tnanent  or  accessible  form.  Numerous 
songs,  for  which  translations  have  been  specially  written,  will  be  particularly  ser- 
viceable and  acceptable.  To  give  added  interest  to  the  collection  and  greater  per- 
manence to  its  value,  a large  amount  of  standard  music  has  been  included,  while 
many  valuable  copyright  songs  have  been  purchased,  or  are  used  by  special  per- 
mission. 

The  Committee  desire  to  express  their  cordial  thanks  to  the  President  and 
Faculty,  to  the  Graduates  and  Undergraduates,  and  to  many  others  less  intimately 
connected  with  the  College,  for  tiie  assistance  generously  afforded  them  in  the  pro- 
secution of  their  work. 

For  permission  to  reprint  certain  copyright  songs,  the  Committee  and  the 
Publishers  acknowledge  their  obligations  to  John  Farmer,  Esq.,  Baliiol  College, 
Oxford ; to  Messrs.  Chappell  & Co.,  Messrs.  Robert  Cocks  & Co.,  Mr.  Edwin  Ash- 
down, Messrs.  Novelio,  Ewer  & Co.,  and  Mr.  John  Blockley,  of  London,  England; 
and  to  Messrs.  A.  & S.  Nordheimer,  of  Toronto. 

The  Compilation  Committee  and  the  Publishers,  Messrs.  I.  Suckling  & Sons, 
have  made  every  endeavour  to  discover  the  . authors  and  owners  of  aE  songs  in  the 
work.  Should  any  cases  have  eluded  their  vigilance,  the  Publishers  ask  the  kind 
md^llgence  of  those  whose  pamiission  would  gladly  have  been  sought. 


University  College, 

Toroato,  December,  1887 
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LMOST  thirty  years  ago  a group  of  young  fellows,  undergraduate 


A students  of  University  College,  Toronto,  took  it  into  their  heads  to 
9 publish  a book  of  college  songs.  There  was  a University  Glee  Club 
^ in  those  days,  flourishing  intermittently.  There  was  a comparatively 
S small  body  of  students.  For  the  boys  concerned,  the  venture  was 
K somewhat  daring.  Music  publishing  was  in  its  very  callow  infancy 
in  Canada.  There  were  only  two  music  typesetters  in  Toronto ; their 
maximum  output  was  a page  a day.  Canadian  publications,  of  what- 


ever kind,  found  it  hard  to  get  recognition.  However,  a publisher  was  discovered 
who  professed  his  faith  in  the  idea — a flickering  faith,  qualified  by  a demand  for  a 
guarantee  of  at  least  one  thousand  subscriptions  in  advance.  The  project  took  form, 
enthusiasm  developed,  the  one  thousand  subscribers— and  more— were  gathered  in,  a 


contract  was  signed  by  those  of  the  group  who  were  of  years  enough  to  sign  it, 
and  the  work  was  fairly  under  way.  • 


The  months  that  followed  are  a pleasant  memory.  The  group  of  editors  met 
in  almost  daily  session,  sifting  over  an  immense  quantity  of  song  material,  drawn  from 
all  available  sources.  The  work  to  be  done  in  such  a case  is  very  great— incredible 
by  those  who  have  had  no  experience  of  it.  The  nugget  emerging  seems  a small  return 
from  the  mass  that  goes  into  the  melfing  pot.  But  the  task  was  carried  out  with  care 
and  conscience,  and  the  result  seemed  to  show  that  choice  was  made  with  a true  instinct 
for  the  right  things  m words  and  music.  The  book  sprang  into  instant  favour  among 
the  students,  and  became  very  popular  throughout  the  Dominion.  Over  forty  thousand 
copies  were  sold— a “record”  for  those  days.  It  was  altogether  a labour  of  love  on 
the  part  of  the  compUers.  None  of  them  received,  or  expected,  any  money  reward. 
Ihe  royalties,  such  as  they  were,  were  devoted  to  the  purposes  of  the  University  Col- 
lege Glee  Club  while  it  lived,..and,  in  more  recent  days,  to  the  free  distribution  of  a 
Soldiers  Song  Book  to  men  of  the  Canadian  Cverseas  Forces. 

„ }\  should  be  dedicated  to  the  venerable  President,  Sir 

Daniel  Wilson,  who  took  a deep  interest  in  this  undertaking  of  hie  students;  and  fitting 
also  were  the  words  from  Cowley  in  which  the  dedication  was  made- 


Nor  can  the  snow  that  age  can  shed 
Upon  thy  reverend  head 


Quench  or  allay  the  noble  fire  within ; 
But  all  that  youth  can  be,  thou  art.” 


with  the  same  care  as  was  given  to  the  first  coUeetion,  calling  to  his  aid  the  youth  end 
mthusiasm  of  a committee  of  present  daystudente,  Messrs.  Roland  B.  Ferris,  Herbert 
■^mey  and  Grenville  B.  Frost.  Some  of  the  old  songs  have  been  omitted  as  having  lost 

their  Rsvnnr  ** 
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Though  It  IS  not  yet  “Forty  Years  On,”  the  days  are  upon  us  (suddenly,  as  it 
seems), 

“When  we  look  back  and  forgetfully  wonder 
What  we  were  like  in  our  work  and  our  play.” 

^e  onpnal  committee  has  been  disbanded.  It  no  longer  controls  the  publication. 
One  of  its  members  died  some  years  ago.  Another,  Major-General  M.  S.  Mercer,  C.B., 
who  has  been  much  in  our  minds  and  hearts  during  these  troublous  years  of  the  Great 
War,  has  fallen  in  his  country’s  cause  in  Flanders,  after  chivalrous,  heroic  and  effec- 
tive service.  Others — in  law,  in  the  church,  in  journalism,  in  business  life — ^find  little 
leisure  for  song  or  even  for  reminiscence.  But  for  old  times’  sake,  and  in  remem- 
brance of  the  launching  of  that  early  venture,  the  surviving  members  may  be  allowed  \o 
bespeak  a friendly  reception  for  this  new  work,  built  upon  their  undertaking  of 
years  ago. 

J.  D.  S. 

Toronto,  January,  1918 


COMMITTEE  OF  1887 

JOHN  J.  FERGUSON,  Methodist  Minister,  Unionville,  Ontaria 
JOHN  W,  GARVIN,  Insurance,  Toronto. 

ROBERT  M.  HAMILTON,  Presbyterian  Minister,  Brockville,  Ontario. 

WILLIAM  J.  HEALY,  Journalist,  Winnipeg. 

FRED.  B.  HODGINS,  Anglican  Clergyman,  one  of  the  editors  “The  Churchman,” 
New  York. 

ROBERT  L.  JOHNSTON,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

JAMES  EDMUND  JONES,  Chairman  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

NEWTON  KENT.  Toronto,  (ob.) 

MALCOLM  S.  MERGER,  C.B.,  Barrister,  Toronto,  Major-General,  Commanding  3rd 
Division,  Canadian  Expeditionary  Force.  Killed  in  action,  1916. 

JOHN  D.  SPENCE,  Secretary  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

ARCHIBALD  H.  YOUNG,  D.C.L.,  Professor  in  Trinity  University,  Toronto. 
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Toronto  University  Song  Book, 


Itational  onb  l^airiotic. 

GOD  SAVETHE  KING 


-4  - 

J J 1 i II 

p r r r '•  t ' r r"  r ' "c 

God  eave  our  gra  oioua  King  Long  live  our  no  bio 

1,.  j J J ; 

r 

King 

^ J . 

b-elt  r I r-  g 

2 O Lord  our  God.  arise, 

Scatter  his  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall  t 
Confound  their  politics; 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks  | 
On  him  our  hopes  we  fix  ; 

God  save  us  alL 


5 Thy  cho1ce>«t  gifts  in  store 
On  him  be  pleased  to  pour ; 

Long  may  he  reigo  : 

May  he  defend  our  laws, 

And  ever  give  ns  cause 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 
God  save  the  King, 


AMERICA. 

(MY  COUNTRY,  'TIS  OP  THEB.) 
(MIXES  vorcK.) 
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AMERICA 


la  there  died,  Land  of  the  Pil-grim’spnde.Prom  ev  - ’ry  moun-tain  side  Let  free  dom  rinm 
Toclre  and  rilU,  Thy  woods  and  tem  pledhillsjMy  heart  with  rap- turethrilU, Like  that  a * hove, 
tongues  a- wake.  Let  all  that  breathe  par-take,  Let  rocks  their  si  - lence  break, The  soand  pro -long, 
land  be  bright,  With  free-dom’s  ho  - ly  light, Pro  - tect  os  by  Thymjgbt,GreatQod,oar  King. 


MAY  GOD  PRESERVE  THEE.  CANADA. 

R.  •.  AMBROtl. 

-1 k- 


r r 

i.  Hay  Qod 

IL  Thoogh  we 

8*  Id  spring 


p.-e-serve  thee,  

may  ne  • rer  toad 
tide  flush,  thro*  som 


na  • da,  Tho'  obild  a zuodk  the 
the  page,  That  telis  thy  deevls  of 
mer'sglow  When  ao  ■ tomn  winds  are 
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QOD  PRESERVE  OUR  NATIVE  LAND. 


THE  MAPLE  LEAF  FOREVER 


^ ^ ^ — ■ 

— *S— 1 

ALS^ANDER  UUIR. 

^.J  ! 



■w 

r -r-  ' ^ 

1 

' 
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THE  MAPLE  LEAF  FOR  EVER. 


CRontrs. 


n 


O CANADA 


Words  by  Hon.  J0.STICB  Routhibr. 
Translation  by  B.  Morton  Jones. 


Maestoso  c risoluto 


Chant  National. 


O Ca  - na  • dal  Ter  - re  de  nos  ai  - eux, 
O Ca  - na  - da!  The  land  our  fa-thers  jouud. 
Sous  Toeil  de  Dieu,  pr^s  du  fleu  - ve  - ant, 
Neatk  heaven’s  eye.,  be  side  a migh  - ty  stream. 

' ' " ■ ^ 1 ' J J J 


lyeaia  rtea-ven 

All 


C.  Lavalles. 
arr.byT  MaRxiu 


Ton  front  est 
Jiow  bright  the 
Le  Ca - na 
Great  grow  thy 

A I 


ceint  de 
gar  - Zands 
dien  gran 
sons,  as 

A 


fleu-rons  glo  - ri  - eux! 
an  thy  fore-head  bound! 
dit  en  es  ••  pc  - rant. 
they  of  great-ness  dream. 

A A j.  j.  A 


Canon  bras  sail  por  - ter  I'l 
For  the  sword  thine  arm  hath  in 
II  est  nd  d'u-nc  ra -cc 

For  ike  race  they  spring  from  is 

.1^  A A A 2A 


0 ' ^ ’ 'I  r' ' p 

pd  e,  11 — sail  por-ter  la  crolal 

bat  - tie  borne,  And  hath  raised  the  Cross  on  high; 
fid  - re,  Be  - ni  fm  son  ber  - ceau. 
full ' of  pride.  And  a bless-ing  hails  their  birth, 

l-AAlA  nil  J 

. ? ' . ^ 1 if 

1 on  his  • toire  est  une  d - po  • 
And  the  po  - et'%  pen  finds  its 

Le  ciel  a rnar-qud  sa  car- 

And  the  powers  on  high  have  pre- 

I A .1  A J AJ 

pd  - e Des  plus  bril-lants  e*  . ploits. 

high  - est  theme  Thy  sim  - pie  his  - to  - ry. 
rid  - re  Dans  ' ce  mon  - de  non  - veau. 
par'd  their  place  with  the  great  ones  of  the  earth 

Ar'llAl  JAAl  J 

r g'M  ^ 

Et  ta  va  > ieur, 

And  thy  bold  .hearts, 
Tou-jours  gui  - dd 

And  the  high  faith 

Copyright, Canada,  J914  by  W.  R. Draper, 


iZ 


de  foi  crem  • - e 

filled  with  de  ' fw  • ted  faiths 
pax  sa  lu  * mi^  - re 

that  doth  in  - spire  there  hearts 


Pro  - tl-  ge  - ra  nos  foy-ers  et  nos 
Will  ^uardour  homer  and  our  lib  • • 

II  gar-de  - ra  Tbun-ncur  d«  son  dra  • 
Counts  their  flag's  hon~or  as  lifds  great  - est 

j:  J.  J.  J A 


droits. 

Pro  - 

te  - ge  - 

ra  nos  foy-ers 

et 

nos 

droits. 

ty- 

Will 

guardour 

homes  and  our 

lib  - 

er 

/y. 

peau. 

11 

gar  - de 

ral*hon-neur  de 

son 

dra 

peau. 

worth. 

Counts  their flags 

hon  • or  as  li/ds 

gnat 

- *st 

worth. 

1 

ij: 

J.  ^ 1 j 

rj 

j 

J'~'J 

SCOTS  WHA  HAE. 


^ords  br  BURN*. 


Arranged  for  Male  Voices  by  T.  M. 


1.  Soots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled,  Scots  wbsm  Bruce  hag  of  - teu  led.  Wel-oeme  to  your 
8.  Wha  willbe  a trai-lor  kuave?  Wha  wilj  fill  a cow-ard's  gravo  ? Wba  sae  base  as 

3 By  op-pres-sions,  woea  and  pains,  By  our  sons  in  ser  - vile  cEHina,  We  will  drain  «)gT 
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RULE  BRITANNIA. 


*^®®®*** from  oat  the  a • . zare  matii 

“ their  taros  to  ty  • - raots  tall  • 

- - . £al  from  each  for  - eign  stroke; 
attempts  to  bead  thee  down 


Aros0»  arose  from  oat  the 
fifustic,  maatin  their  tome  to 
Moredfeadfolgdreadfal  from  eaoh 
All  their,  aU  their  at-tempte  to 
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B0L£  BRITAKKIa. 


OHOBUS. 


Q.  To  thee  belong  the  rnral  reign. 

Thy  cities  ehall  vrith  oommeree  ahiwA 
All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  main, 
And  ev’ry  ehore  it  circles  thine. 

Bole,  Britannia,  Ac. 


6.  The  Mnsee,  still  with  Freedom  fonnd, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coasts  repair; 

Bleat  Islet  with  matobleea  Beanty  crown’d 
And  manly  hearts  to  gnard  the  Fair. 
Bole,  Britannia,  do. 


Gbmu  may  be  song  in  two  soioea  by  omitting  the  aeoond  Soprano. 


15 


march  of  the  men  of  HARLECH. 


than-der. 
bea-ven ! 


On-ward  I '(iii  oar  oonn-tr;  needs  os.  He  is  brav-cst,  bo 
Men  of  Har-lech  ! yoang  or  boar  - y,  Would  you  win  a name 


who  leads  un  I 
iu  Bto  - ry  ? 


Hon  • oar’s  self  now  proud  • ly  heads  u.)  I Cam  • bria,  God, 

Strike  for  home,  for  life,  for  glor  • y 1 Cum  - bria,  God, 


and  RifbK] 
and  Bight  I 


C,, 


*87  permlM'oo  of  M -wtn.  Xovki.i.0  Bvkk  k Oa..  loadea- 


the  minstrel  boy. 


3« 


w*rte  by  UOORB. 
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AlUgrettc, 


Battle-hymn  of  the  republic. 

(MIZSD  VOIO^) 

K 


'i  is  = r r,  ? 1 s.,.!. 

s !r  s =?:?•?  S S=  &£r?=‘  £■#  ”1.  t 


Ji 
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FAREWELL  TO  THE  POREST^ 

Arruged  for  HolevoloM  ftem  MBNOBLttOHIf. 

I 1.  0 bUU,  O TalM  of  plea  • sore,  O voods  with  vetdare  dreesed,  Where  all  the  ohonne  of 

V 9.  In  aha -dy  glen  re  • aim  - isg,  I trace  the  nroDg  asd  right ; The  beam  of  tea  . ton 

I A.  And  I most  soon  re  - sign  ye.  For  scenes  of  toil  and  strife ; Ah  I why  doee  fate  oon- 

When  for  from  yon  I 
The  book  I re^  is 
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OLD  voioia 


1 ■ r * :■  1 !■  J.  J«l  L4- 

old,  old  tanM  tb&t  do  oae  bean,  itM 

1 to  me  from  th 

e ssd  o)d  years.  And 

-T  ^ J ' H M T 

^ -J- 

b|=Pj»  1'~i4  T ' 1 ' ~ 

§i^ — J ■ J- 1 — 

sweet  words  thet  do  one  speeks. 

dttm,  If 

2\ 


OLD  VOXO£a 


ff — 1 j — 1 — - . . 1. 

io  - ter . venee,  Sad  voi  • oee  wh*s  - per  low:  ‘’Come  baok  onoe  moz 

/ ..  ■»  ■ . ■ fi  fi  t -■  1 ■ ti  1—  r j 1 1 

e to^ 

^ *1 — 1 \ i" — ^ 1 J J J J ^ j"  ~ 

1 J .-Tip 

S'  '■  J 1 r~j\  1 I«iia_u,»y.  Ji- 

knvd  old  eeenee.  To  the  dim  old  regions  ot  ix^'hood's  dceama,  The  aveet  world  yoe  fmd  to 

1 Sr; 

\ mec«l.  e ertse. 

jHi  --i.  J jlryj-  1 J hrrA  J 4-^1  J . 

> # 

i=^ 

\S^  .^.  . J J . L.J  d...J.._^..l  J J W pj  1 J p L 
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CHORAL 


1 Rj . A c./gs ♦ r"  j _ 1 _ 

» ^p—  - p" _ r-!— 

g p ~~pM_Dfi 

} u 1 ^ \ 

light  and  ftoe  n 

1,.  J'.l 

bere'er  we  go;  Love  and  j< 

y and  ma  • . • - - 

ggjbi  i:r— 

Love  and  joy  and  ma  *.  • liOi 
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Prize  College  Song  o/.the  University  of  Toronto. 


“TORONTO” 

or 

The  Pride  of  the  North. 


WordB  and  Music  by  H.  H.  GODFREY.. 


26 


27 


Jl 

...J.  J i J- 

1 , h l^h. 

heart  and  voice  we  praise  thee,  i 

i i S } J J i ■ 

l8  we  go march -ing  forth.  __ 

1 1 1 jri  i r 

ra/(.  r F 
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Slowly. 

itt  ft  Scd  Tent'f 


The  Harp  that  Once  thro’  Tara's  Halls. 

Amaged  by  Tusodorb  Martsni. 


Harp  that  once  thro’  Ta-ia’s  hails,  '1  be  soul  of  mu-sic  shed,  ofmusic  shed, 
Ist  Bass.  Air 


m 


The  harp  that  once  inro  I'a-ra's  halls.  The  soul  of  mu-sic  shed, Now 

ted  Bass, 


that  soul  were  Su 

j I 


hangs  as  mute  on  Ta-ra’^ 


soul  wet  e fied  were  fled  S« 


hangs  as  mute  on  I'a-ra's  walls,  As  if  that  soul  were  fled,  were  fled  So 


the  thrill  is  o'er  and  hearts  that 


hearts  once  beat  high  for  praise, Now  feel  that  pulse  no  inore,that  pulse  no  more. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THRO' TARA’S  HALLS. 

, I 


Mo.e  to  chiHsand  Mies  br^ht  The  harp  of  Ta-ra  swells, 


of  Tara  swells; 


No  more  to  chiefs  and  la^lies  bright  The  harp  of  Ta-ra  swells; The 


of  ru-  in  tells 


livesthat  still  it  lives. 


80 


OLD  GRIMES. 


caonva. 


^ 8.  Whese’er  he  heard  the  voice  of  pain, 

< His  breast  with  pity  bamed ; 

The  large  round  head  npon  bis  cane, 
From  ivory  was  tamed. 

4.  Kind  words  he  ever  had  for  all, 

He  knew  no  base  design ; 

His  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  small, 

His  nose  was  aqniline. 

8.  Bo  lived  at  p^oe  with  all  mankind. 

In  friendship  he  was  tme; 

Bis  ooat  had  pocket-boles  behind. 

His  pantaloons  were  bine. 

A.  Unharmed,  the  sin  which  eattii  poUntcs, 
He  passed  seonrely  o'er. 

And  never  wore  a pair  of  boota, 

For  thirty  years  or  more. 


T.  But  good  old  Grimee  is  now  at  rest, 
Hor  fears  misfortone's  frown 
He  wore  a double-breasted  vest, — 

The  stripes  ran  np  and  down. 

6.  He  modest  merit  songht  to  find, 

And  (pve  it  its  desert, 

He  had  >io  malice  in  bis  mind, 

No  rnffios  on  hie  shirt. 

9.  His  neighbors  he  did  not  abnee. 

Was  sociable  and  gay, 

He  wore  nor  lefts  nor  rights  for  shoes, 
And  changed  them  every  day. 

10.  Bis  knowledge,  bid  from  poblie  gaee, 
Be  did  not  bring  to  view. 

Be  made  a noise  town-meeting  days 
As  many  people  do. 


11.  Thns.  andirtorbed  by  anxione  caree, 
His  peaceful  moments  ran, 

And  everybody  said  be  was 
A fine  old  gentleman. 
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THE  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 

Words  by  Rev.  CLARIS  EDWIN  SILCOX,  *08.  Music  by  CLAYTON  E.  BUSH, ’O?. 


LIT  ORTA. 


3*^ 
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LITOBIA. 


1.  Ye  blooming  freelioiun  dune  biS  gown, 
And  walks  ye  earth  with  awful  frown. 
He  sees  ve  maidens’  glances  sly, 

And  rolletb  bis  magnetic  eye. 

3,  He’s  broaght  before  ye  Mufti's  throne, 
'Mid  sulphurous  smoke  and  muffled  groan) 
'Mid  red-hot  brands  and  boiling  tar, 

He  soenletb  danger  from  afar. 

8.  Ye  spikes  cut  deep,  ye  race  is  ran, 

He  rides  ye  chariot  of  ye  sun. 

Ye  brako  is  pnt  oa  Ixinn's  wheel, 
L'lnferno's  inmost  caverns  reel. 

4.  Ye  ritual  he  cbanleth  now. 

Dread  Luoifers  attend  bis  vow ; 

Ye  sounds  die  'way.  ye  ordeals  ce^ae, 
*'AdiniUundag  limtu." 

B As  tiniest  voice  from  tiniest  star, 

Or  monkish  monotone  afar. 

Ye  freshman's  shattered  accents  rise. 

Ye  mask  is  lifted  from  bis  eyes. 

6.  To  'Vbrsity  men  this  tale  I speak, 

For  making  men  an<I  killing  cheek. 

Btick  up  for  your  formalities, 

*'.dd  initiandot  limia." 


THE  FflESHMAH’S  VERSION. 

N.  H.  Bussell,  '87. 

1.  Ye  'Varsity  man  has  doffed  his  gown, 

Me  wields  a stick,  but  wears  no  frown 
He  sings  about  ye  freshman's  cbeek. 

But  on  him  vengeance  we  will  wreak. 

2.  L'lnferno's  cavems  are  his  hall. 
L'lnferno's  lord  is  at  bis  call. 

He  sits  upon  l'lnferno’s  throne. 

And  thinks  be  hears  ye  freshman  groan. 

3.  Ye  'Varsity  men  assemble  'round, 

With  silence  awful  and  profound, 

And  Judgment  give  in  wi^rds  like  tbcoo- 
"dll  iuitiitiidu*  itrontii." 

4 Ye  minions  scour  earth’s  utnaostzone, 
And  seise  ye  freshman  when  alone. 

He's  brought  unto  ye  'Varsity  cells, 

'Mid  to  tnring  Jeers  and  miscreaut  yella. 
6.  Ye  freshmen  rise  with  one  accord. 

And  bfeak  ye  ranfo*  of  that  vile  horde. 
They  buret  ye  ‘Varsity's  Hiinsy  chain, 
And  bear  ye  prisoner  back  ugain. 

6.  To  freshmen  all  " this  tale  I speak," 

For  i}uelling  those  who'd  hill  our  oheeki 
Down  with  all  informalities, 

"dd  eowerruiidiw  tiroTUS." 


COMMENCEMENT. 


Familiar  scenes  tif  niinbew  hope 
And  cordial  emulation  -, 

Of  matohes  on  iho  College  lawn, 

And  sjtoeches  on  the  nation  I 

Of  Locke  and  Ileg  I.  Comte  and  Kant. 

Of  Jelf  upon  till)  At  Mcle ; 

Or  for  a treat,  a grind  at  Tait'a 
Dyuamios  of  a Particle  I 


4 The  genial  coiiversc.  tooial  cheer 
Of  friendship.  I rue  as  tender; 
Witli  rivals  in  the  geiierons  strife 
For  Fame,  and  no  snnender 

fi.  Farewell,  yo  dear  old  CoUege  Joyst 
'Tia  in  some  novel  sense  meant 
This  ending  of  life's  jolliest  days. 
And  calling  it  Cammencemeat! 
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O TEMPORA,  O MORES. 


Translation  by  W.  H.  ELLIS  "6;. 


Cuonus 


0 TEMPORA.  0 MORES. 


9.  Tha  fiddler  drew  hie  fiddle  oat,  1 tell  you  pretty  quick, 

0 tempore,  O mores ; 

Aod  straight  licrosa  bis  fi.ldle  striogs  he  urew  hia  liddle-stkik. 

O tempora,  O mores ; 

Allegro,  dolce,  presto,  now  weeo’t  that  a go  ? 

Ob  wasn'tthat  a jolly  lark,  0 teinponi,  Oho; 

Oh  tnasio  oharms  the  savage  beast,  as  ^e  all  kso^. 

9.  He  had’nt  played  a dozea  bars,  before  the  crocodile, 

0 tempora,  0 mures ; 

Began  to  ditnce'  a Highland  fitng  beside  the  aooiont  I^lle, 

0 tempora,  0 mores . 

Then  polkas,  galops,  waltzes,  oh  wasn't  that  a go?  Ac 

4.  Then  round  and  round  upon  the  saud  they  dan.:ed  like  one  o'clock, 

O tempora,  0 mores ; 

Until  against  a pyramid  hia  tail  he  chanced  to  knock. 

0 tempora,  O mores  ; 

It  fell  aod  knocked  sis  others  down,  oh  wasn't  that  a go?  Ac. 

6.  Now  when  this  awkward  brute  had  knocked  the  pyramids  to  smash, 
0 tempora,  0 mores ; 

The  fiddler  sought  the  nearest  pub.  to  try  and  get  some  hash, 

0 tempora,  ()  moree; 

He  called  for  Base's  Bitter  Beer,  oh  wasn’t  that  a go?  Ac. 

6.  A fiddler's  throat  is  like  a hole,  uncommon  hard  to  fill, 

O tempora,  O mores; 

And  if  he  hasn't  finished  yet,  no  doubt  he’s  drinking  still, 

0 tempora.  O mores : 

Then  let  us  all  drink  with  him,  O won’t  that  be  a go?  Ac. 


JINGLE.  BELLS. 


Allegro,  mf. 


O'er  the  fields  we  go, 
soon  Mi^s  Fannie  Bright 
Take  the  girls  to'niebt. 


Laughing  all  the  way  ; 
Was  seated  by  my  side. 
And  sing  this  sleighing  song. 


^ Bells  on  bob-tail  ring. 
The  horse  was  lean  and  lank ; , 
Just  get  a bob-tailed  bay, 


Mis- 

Two 


3ft 
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Jl£jQL£,  B£LLS 
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TB£  BOOTS. 


AUegr*  f 
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POLLY-WOLLY-DOODLE. 

BOLO.  CHORUB 


H,  Oh  I I came  to  a river,  an'  I ooalda’t  get  aorose. 
Siog  PoUy-wolly-doodlc.'’  all  the  day. 

Ao’  I jumped  upon  a nigger,  for  I thonght  he  was 

* Sing'-Polly-wolly-doodle,”  all  the  day. 

4.  Oh  I a graashopper  siftin’  oh  a railiwd  treok. 

Slug  Polly-wolly  doodle,  all  the  day. 
jL.piokin’  hie  teef  wid  a <»fP®5  ..  . 

Sing  • Polly-wolly-doodle.'  «n  the  day. 


6 Behind  de  barn,  down  on  my  knee#, 

Sing  "Polly-wolly-doodle."  all  the  day 

I thought  I heard  a obioken  snee», 

Siog  “ Poliy-woUy-doodla,  all  the  day. 

6 He  sneezed  so  hard  wid  de  hoopin’^ngh, 

Siog  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  aU  the  day. 
He  sneezed  his  head  an’  hie  tail 

Sing  " Polly-wolly-doodle."  all  the  day- 
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THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 


Word*  by  -MOORE. 


J.D.  KSRRISON. 

-r»- 


Tf  ' - ' I 

1.  TbuM  even  • ing  bells,  those  even  • ing  bells.  How  man  - y a tale  liieir 

2.  Those  joy  - ouehonrB  are  passed  a • way,  Ajid  man  • y a huurt  that 

a.  And  so  'twill  be  when  1 am  gone.  That  tune  • ful  peal  will 

" -* *— !«-  pg— e-  CH? — f-  r 


-J (L, 


rons  • io  tells  Of  yontb  and  home  and  that  sweet  time  When  fifb  I h<.ard  their 

then  was  gny,  With  > • i i the  tomb  now  dsvk  ly  li wells.  And  lienra  no  more  thoer 

atill  ring  on,  While  otli  - er  bards  shall  walk  these  dells,  And  sing  yonr  praise,  sweet. 


m 


soothing  chime.  Of  youth  and  home  a id  that  sweet  time  When  last  I lie.trd  their  soothing  oLime 
even-ing  bolls.  With  •.  in  the  tomb  now  dark  - ly  dwells.  And  hears  no  more  those  evening  belts, 
eveu-ing  bells.  While  otb  • er  bards  shall  walk  these  dells.  And  sing  year  praise,  sweet  evening  bells 


-Sr-* 

THE  CRUISE  OF  “THE  BUGABOO." 


■±^ 
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2.  1 shipped  as  cook  and  ateward.  me  byes. 

Fur  divil  & oiut  I had ; 

I said  goo<]-bye  to  Mary  Ann, 

And  was  fesiin  purty  bad. 

As  I said  guod-bye  to  Mary  Ann. 

And  set  me  face  to  the  west 
I heard  the  engineer  remark 

That  the  horse  was  doin’  his  best. 

8.  The  first  time  that  I seon  the  ship, 

She  lay  in  Teraulay  street  canal : 

She  was  tall,  an'  large,  an'  bsantifui. 

Forsjit  her  shape  I nivor  sbnl.l. 

Oh.  the  captain  be  wore  a large  straw  hat. 
Knee-breeches,  and  a body-coat  bine: 

A'rrah.  bedad  I the  byes  all  said,  he’d  make  a find 
figger-bead 

Fur  10  ornament  'I’hr  Butiaboo 

4 Oh,  the  engineer  ho  went  asleep 
As  he  sat  aboord  the  milk: 

And  the  second  nmle  called  out  lo  him 
"Arrah.  turn  ihe  crank  you  fool!  " 

The  second  mate  hoHomd  and  swoie.  me  byeSi 
■fill  he  split  the  back  ot  his  vest ; 

And  the  engineer  woke  up,  and  replied 
That  the  horse  was  doin'  his  be?l 

6.  We  aivni  weighed  anchor,  an’  set  sail 
Fur  W>  plough  the  ragin'  surt ; 

We  wuz  bound  for  the  bog  of  Allaghen 
For  to  git  a load  of  ciirf, 

We  sailed  all  nljlir  unlil  we  reached. 

The  bnck  of  Hichmond  Bsrracks  so  true;  . 
And  thegallnnj.  Kit’hly-aixtli  fired  a royal 
sa  nie  uF  bricks 
.\t  tlm  (iRptfihi  of  Thf  Ui/gabno. 

6.  Then  the  noptain  pined  a1{  hands  on  deck. 

Fur  to  answer  the  salute ; 

And  he  grabbed  ahold  of  a murlin'  spike 
- And  the  second  mate's  lefldiand  l^t 
He  throwed  the  hiwt  so  straight,  me  bya-.. 

That  he  hil  th^  mule  on  the  chest  • 

And  th  engineer.  re  mon-str«-ted 
That  the  Inirse  doin'  his  beil 


7.  Nine  years  we  sailed,  when  a storm  arose. 

The  canal  rose  moiiDtins  high  : 

Oh,  the  ligbtiiio'  fiasln-d.  and  the  thmider  rolled,  ' 
An'  lit  the  dark  blue  sky 
The  second  mate  he  cev  orders 
Fur  to  lower  the  sad  an’  clew; 

An'  the  captain  down  below,  lyin'  smokia*  id  his 
berth. 

Set  fire  to  The  Bugalnic. 

8 Tlien  the  male  took  fright  an'  run  away. 

An’  left  the  crew  afloat  ; 

'The  mat^he  shouted  to  the  Engineer 
Fur  to  oome  and  sove  the  boat. 

But  the  mule  was  gittin’  along,  me  byes. 

An’  bis  tail  was  headin'  for  the  west ; 

And  the  engineer  called  cut  ^uita  loud 
That  the  horse  was  Qoin  uis  nest. 

9.  When  the  captain  seen  what  he  had  done, 

He  loud  for  help  did  shout ; 

An'  he  hollered  up'lroo'  the  chimney  hole 
Pur  thi'  helmsman  fur  to  come  and  pul  it  ont. 
Bat  the  helmaman  he  wos.f.ast  asleep, 

An'  to  hie  post  untrue : 

An'  the  fire  burned  so  bard  in  the  middle  of  the 
turf, 

Bedad.  we  couldn't  save  The  Dugahoo 

JO.  Oh.  the  fire  it  burned  so  hard,  me  byes, 

That  it  bmnied  the  towin'-ropo ; 

And  ll»e  mule  he  throwed  tiie  engineer. 

Who  tumbled  down  the  slope. 

The  captain  culled  to  the  engineor 
Fur  to  give  the  mnle  n rest : 

And  the  engineer  replied  from  the  biinii 
That  the  horse  was  doin'  his  Inat. 

U.  When  forty  tousand  miles /rom  land. 

In  latitude  fiftv  four. 

Oh  Ihe  lire  ii  bnrnwl  so  hard,  me  byes. 

Thai  It  couldn’t  burn  anv  more, 

Tlie  captain  be  then  gey  "rdt  rs 
- Lower  (nd  /ih.)  thu  hoais  an’  save  the  crew  5" 
Forty-seven  {'orkonnins.  lifty-four  Far  rinwns, 
.Went  down  in  The  Bugaboo 
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MUSH,  MUSH. 
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MUBH.  MUBU. 


i U i ^ i 


There  was  ne’er  a goe  - soon  in  th« 

- a 1 If  ye  dare  eay  wan  hurd  word  a--' 


2^.  Buta  blaokgiiurd,  culled  Mickey  Maloney, 
Came  an’  ethole  her  affictiuna  ^way: 
•Fur  he’d  money  an’  I hadn't  ony, 

8o  I aint  him  a cTiellcdfe  nixt  day. 

In  the  ayvenin'  we  met  al  the  Woodbine, 
The  Don  we  orotaed  o'er  in  a boat ; 

An’  1 lathered  him  wid  me  Ehillaly, 

For  he  throd  on  the  tail  o'  me — Ck>. 


4.  Oh,  me  fame  winb  abroad  through  the  nation. 
An'  folks  came  a-fiockin’  to  eee ; 

An'  they  cried  oat,  w .douthe'^itation — 
“Toa’re  a fightin’  mnn,  Billy  McGee  I” 

Ob,  I've  olaned  out  tiieFinnigan  faction. 

An'  I've  licked  all  the  Murphys  afloat ; 

If  you're  in  far  a row  or  a raotiou,  • 

Jist  ye  thread  on  the  tail  o'  me— -Cfto. 


MICHAEL  ROY. 


Alteffrelto.  mf 
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MICHAXL  «OY. 


.7Hn« ; And  eve  - ry  8at-ur-day  morn  - - tng  She  nsed  to  tiio  ot  - er  the 

Jane: He  look  liur  to  ride  lu  his  clmr-coal  cart  On  a fine  Saint  Pat*rick’e 

shop; When  Mc-CIo8  - key  saw  that  ler  - ri- bio  sight.  His  heart  it  was  moved  with 


Jk 1 L ta  «.  M h ■■  . T 

riv-er.  And  went  to  market  where  she  sold  eggs.  And  sass-a^ges,  like-wise  liv-er... 

day.  fiiiohednnkey  took  fright ata  Jer  • sey  mati.  And  start-ed  and  ran  a - - way., 

pi  - ty,  So  he  stabbed  the  donkey  with  a bit  of  charcoal,  And  started  for  Salt  Lake  oi  - ty.... 


CHORV8.  AecompaMmant  mmeoafor  (<u(«<g7if  tar*  n/5oto. 
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OH  MY  DARLING  CLEMENTINE. 


Tfinpadlvioti^rita  Words  and  Music  by  PB.VCY  MONTROSE. 
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FORTY  YEARS  ON. 


t.  O the  great  days,  in  the  distance  enchanted, 

Daye  of  freoh  air,  in  the  rain  and  the  sdo, 
.How  we  rejoiced  as  we  struggled  and  panted — 
Hardly  believable,  forty  years  on  I 
How  we  discoursed  of  them,  one  with  another, 
Augartng  trlnmpb.  or  balancing  fate. 

Loved  the  allv  with  the  heart  of  a brother. 

Hated  the  foe  with  a plaving  at  bate  I 
Follow  np  I &o. 


4 Forty  years  on,  growing  older  and  older, 

Shorter  in  wind,  as  in  memory  long, 

Feeble  of  foot,  and  rbenmatic  of  ahomder. 

What  will  it  help  yon  that  once  xou  werestrong? 
God  give  os  bases  to  gnsrd  or  beleaguer, 

Games  to  play  on’,  whether  earnest  or  fun; 
Fights  for  the  fearless,  and  goals  for  the  eager. 
Twenty,  and  thirty,  and  forty  years  on 
Follow  np  1 Ac. 


5V/»e.— "Ths  Msafiosnis.* 


H,  s o,. 

Words  by  Miss  N.  C.  £NO,  ( Wcllestey  CoU. 


1.  Dirscticns.  li^i>u  take  a few  pieces  of  zinc,  And  put  m your  geu  - er  - a - (or,  Add' 

2.  OasaavATioNS  The  ac -tiou  was  not  ver  - y brisk,  When  I pui  in  H j S O , , So  I 

H.  CoMOLUBioHs.  As  X wiped  up  the  a>oid  and  zinc,  And  swept  up  the  glass  from  the  ncor,  I con- 


wa  - ter,  thou  piug  in  the  cork, 

tried  ni  - trio  a - c'ld  to  see 

olud  - ed  I'd  stick  to  directions. 
CHOBCS. 


and  pour  in  li  , S 0 4.  And 

If  the  thing  would'nt  bub  • h,e  up  more,  If  the 
And  try  my  own  me  - iboda  no  more.  And 


pour  in  E , SO  4, 
thing  would'nt  bob  - ble  op  more, 
try  my  own  me  - thods  no  more. 


And  pour  in  H j S 0 4,  Add 

If  the  thing  wouldn't  bub  - ble  nji  more,  So  I 

And  try  my  own  me  - thods.  no  more,  I con- 


wa  - ter  then  ping  in 
tried  ni  - trio  a - oid 
clad  - ed  I’d  stick  to 


And 

to  aee  If  the 
di  - reo  • tiona,  And 


-Ha.  8 0. 

wouldn't  bub  - ble  np  more, 
my  own  metb  - odi  no  more. 
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THE  TRAMP^S  SONG 


49 


Mucic  by  JA3.  EDMUND  JONB3, 


THE  TRAMP'S  BONG. 


4.  While  my  pipe  ie  yet  beeide  me, 

ATid  my  beer  remains  to  foam, 

With  a hat  and  coat  to  hide  me, 

■ Everywhere  I’ll  gaily  roam.  _ 
Drinking  here  and  smoking  there  (Bm.) 
Doi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Bi$). 

6.  la  the  bowl  I’m  ever  heeding 

Love's  delicious,  maddening  glow ; 
Now  ia  northland  hombly  pleading, 

' Now  were  sontbern  breeaea  blow. 
Kiising  hero  and  drinking  thftve  {Bie.) 
Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria 


6.  So  through  life  I'm  smoothly  gliding 

On  a o^m  and  shining  sm. 
Sorrow’s  olondB  in  kisses  hiding, 

And  in  wine's  sweet  . . 

Merry  here  and  merry  there  ^w-l 
TJbi  Bene,  ibi  Patna  (Bw.) 

7.  Ey-ana-by  ahaU  i>«a‘>>'> 

On  this  nselesa  olay  be  laid  ; 

Then  I'U  clasp  the  oooling  meadows 
In  the  golden  land  of  s^^de  1 
Merry  here  and  mer^ 

^ Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patna  (Bw.) 
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O’HOOLIHAII. 


. They  made  me  carry  all  the  bate, 

Ah'  they  nearly  dbrovo  me  ora^ ; 

They  pat  me  out  in  the  oinfcre-fieldi 
But  I paralyzed  them  all. 

Per  I put  out  me  fisht  fur  to  stop  a " fly,” 

Whin  the  murtherin'  thiz3|{  hit  me  square  in  the 
An'  they  bang  me  over  a flnoe  to  dhry,  [oya ! 
The  day  that  I played  baseball. 


3. 1 took  the  but  fur  to  strike  the  ball, 

An’  I knocked  it  to  San  Francisoo, 

Aroond  the  bases  I did  ran 
A dozen  times  or  more, 

^ ill  all  the  byes  began  to  howl 
“O'HooIiban  ye  made  a foal," 

An'  they  robbed  me  down  wil  a Tarkiah  tow*!. 
The  day  that  I played  baseball. 


4.  The  editor  be  axed  me  name 
Fur  to  give  me  a leather  medal, 

He  axed  me  far  me  fortygraft 
To  hang  a^n'  the  wall ; 

Fur  lie  said  it  was  me  as  had  won  the  game, 
Wid  me  head  all  broke,  and  me  shoulder  lame. 
An’  they  took  me  home  on  a cattle  train. 

The  day  that  1 played  baseball. 


SEEING  NELLIE  HOME. 


Andant«. 
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THE  SPANISH  GUITAR. 


•j.  I waa  foar  years  a stedeot  at  Cadiz,  ».  • . 

Where  nothing  one'e  pleaeaio  oan  iDar,  aiuBg,  wicg  I 
And  where  many  a beantifol  maid  is, — 

Oh  I Bbnimm’d  and  I twang’d  my  gnitaf,  ching,  ohmg  t 

8.  Oh  I sang  serenades  there  at  Cadiz, 

Till  I got  an  attaek  of  oatsrrh,_  ahing,  .ehmg  l 
Thongh  no  more  I oonld  sorenadiw, 

StiU  I played  on  my  Spaaiah  guitar,  ohmg,  onmgl 


4.  When  at  last  the  train  bore  me  from  Cadiz, 

The  la^es  aJl  wept  round  the  car,  ohing,  phingi 
Oh  it  sneTod  me  to  part  from  those  ladies. 

But  1 oarried  away  my  guitar,  ohing,  ohingl 

6.  I'm  no  longer  a student  at  Cadiz, 

But  I play  on  the  Spanish  guitar,  ohing,  ohingl 
And  still  I am  fond  of  the  ladies, 

Though  now  I’m  a happy  papa,  ohing,  ohmg  I 


SAW  MY  LEG  OFF. 
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THERE  IS  A TAVERN  IN  THE  TOWN. 

Shoui^d. 


1.  There  is  a tav-emm  the  town,  in  thetowo,  And  (heremy  dear  lovesits  him 

2.  He  left  me  for  a dam-sel  dark,  dam-eel  dark,  Each  Friday  night  they  need  to 

3.  Oh  I dig  my  grave  both  wide  and  deep,wide  & deep,  Pat  tombstones  at  my  head  and 


1 down, .aits  him  down,  And  drinks 
spark,  nsed  to  spark.  And  now 
feel,  head  and  feet.  And  on 

his  wine  'mid  langh  - ter  free,  And  nev  • er,  never  thinks  of 

my  love,  once  true  to  die,  Takes  that  dark  damsel  on  his 

my  breast  carve  a tnr  - tie  dove,  To  sig  - ni-fy  I died  of 

ti  sj  ^ -I 

-m 

M 

-t-J  1-  1 i — r-i  r 

■J.  1 J .-ij  ^ I-  1 ...  J_i 

* * » * t t 

Fare  thee  well,  for  I most  leave  thee,  Do  not  let  the  parting  grieve  thee,  And  re- 


i 
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THEKE  18  A.  TAVERN  IN  THE  TOWN. 


^ A 
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SAILING,  SAILING,  SAILING. 


VO  - d«l  la  la  la  yo  • dal  la  jro  - del  la  la  la  la  la  la  yo  • del  la 
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BAXLTSQ.  BAILING  BAILtNa 


i*  <>  U U. 


I.  After  the  sunset  floiih  txu  flown, 
When  lUnca  soent  the  sir, 

By  the  old  bridge  I'll  zneei  atone 
My  love  eo  bliiibe  and  fair. 

4.  Overthe  river,  the  evening  breeee 
'Fragranoe-lodea  blows ; 

Udder  the  blossoming  apple  trees, 
I walk  with  my  lovely  Boee. 


6.  Eyee  has  my  love  like  a day  m Jnne. 
Wh.n  all  the  sky  is  bine, — 

Lips  like  a rose  in  a anmcner  noon, 
Bipe-red  through  and  tbrongb. 

6-  Ever  I dream  of  one  sweetest  word 
I to  my  love  will  say ; 

Oh,  my  heart  is  like  a siagiag'bini 
On  a swaying  ha^  spny. 


THE  COLLEGE  GOWN. 

Ttme-"  Des  Passt  Lkbt  Hersljck."  Words  by  REV.  J.  CAMPBELL.  6$. 


Dyaamio  foroes  ne'er  oao  move 
Tb’  eostatio  zero  of  my  soul, 

]!?9  daloolas  oompnte  its  love, 

Nor  optio  powers  disoem'the  whole. 
Thoagh  sqnared  and  onbed,  no  lapse  of  years 
Can  e'er  her  fond  remembrance  drown, 
N»  tbongh  they  numbered  thrice  the  tears 
she  mended  in  my  OoUege  Gown. 

No  lao^oage  can  express  her  oharms, 

No  living  (ongne  her  virtneatell ; 

Ber  name  the  poe 's  pen  disarms, 

And  dares  bis  powers  to  break  the  spell. 
Nor  wonld  he.  if  he  oonld,  disclose 
That  name  in  every  language  known, 

Tie  stated  best  in  English  prose — 

She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 


4.  Philosophy  perobance  may  please 
The  esmest  and  engniring  mind- 
Bct  neitho'  mighty  Socrates 
Nor  Oioero  himseh  ooold  find 
A secret  that  in  ages  past 
Baffled  sages  of  renown. 

The  nifnmum  ftmum—foond  at  laai>  i 
She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 

4.  Great  wonders  Soisnoe  brings  to  light, 
Great  tmtbs  her  growing  powers  nnfolA 
And  Nature  spreads  before  oar  sight 
A Ihoosand  beantise  new  and  old. 

Tet  one  o'er  all  I still  prefer. 

in  her  kingdom  wears  tbs  crown, 
The  world  were  empty  wauling  her 
Who  mended  my  old  Onlle^e  Gown. 
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MY  BONNIE. 
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MT  BONNIE. 


bock,  O bring  b^k  my  Bon  - me 


8.  Beet  night  as  I lay  on  my  pillow, 

Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  bed, 

Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  pillow, 

I dreamed  that  my  Bonnie  was  dead. 
Clu)ru$ — Bring  back,  eto. 


4.  The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  sea, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean. 
And  broQght  back  my  Bonnie  to  me. 
Ohont — Bring  back,  eto. 


THE  LANDLADY’S  DAUGHTER. 

byJAS.  EDMUND  JONES,  '88. 


1 Thrsi  students  that  came  from  far  over  theBhine. 
Once  stopped  at  the  door  of  an  inn  for  some  wine. 

2.  "Eiud  land'ady,  have  yon  good  wine  I pray? 

And  where  is  your  ohsrraing  yonin^  daughter  to-day?" 

3.  "My  beer  and  my  wine'  are  refreshing  and  olear. 

la  her  heavenly  home  is  iny  daughter  so  dear." 

4.  And  when  they  stepped  into  the  chamber  of  death. 
They  gazed  on  the  maiden  and  each  held  his  breath. 

6.  The  veil  from  her  face  the  first  drew  aside, 

And  looked  at  her  sadly,  and  monrnfully  cried: 


fi.  "Ah  I didst  thou  but  live,  oh  maiden  so  pure ! 
From  this  very  moment  I’d  love  thee,  I'm  sure. 

7.  The  veil  o'er  her  face  the  second  one  drew, 

And  wept  as  he  lumrd  from  the  sorrowful  view 

6.  "Alas,  that  tbon  thus  liest  dead  on  thy  bier! 

Pot  thee  I have  loved  since  many  a year." 

9.  The  third  moved  again  the  veil  from  i ts  place. 
And  bent  o’er  the  form,  and  kissed  the  pale  free 

10.  "Thee  always  I loved,  thee  love  I to-day. 

And  thee  shall  1 love  for  ever  and  aye." 
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yiWK.— '*  FSKOT  SUOB  DM  IiKBEHB. ' 


ALMA  MATER. 


30  L0. 


1.  I’m  heartily  tired  of  Oreeoe  and  Boms, 

I weary  tbroaf(h  eaoh  learned  tome. 

I wonder  how  oan  ple&eare  come 
In  thinking  of  x pins  y. 

Chontt, — On  Alma  Mater  t Ae. 

9.  When  morning  oomee,  oh  then,  oh  then, 
Whether  at  eight,  or  nine,  or  ten, 

TJp  I mnet  get  from  my  ooey  den, 

And  off  to  ooUage  fly. 

Chorut. — Oh  Alma  Hater  I Ai. 


3.  And  then,  oh  then,  on  a winter  h uight, 
With  one  on  my  left  and  one  on  my  right, 
'Tie  pleasant  thus  to  walk  at  night, 

D<»'t  ask  me  the  reason  why. 

Chortu. — Oh  Al.ma  Mater!  Ao. 

4.  Sntnmer  ie  ooming,  and  naught  tike  this, 
Lolling  all  day  on  banks  of  bliss, 

And  now  and  then  a-stealing  a kiss. 

And  if  1 can’t  Til  try. 

Chttrii*. — Oh  Alma  Mater!  & 


fil 


THE  MAID  FROM  ALGOMA. 


Solo.  Adapted  by  J.  E.  J.,  ‘88. 

> C<m  animo.  mf. 

VOIOB 


PlAMO./ 


CHOR^. 


•Where  are  yoQ  goins,  my  prbtty  maid?"  Heave  away,  heigh  - o,  heigho:  I’m 


fen*!'  ij; 


FIRST  VERSION. 

1.  Where  are  yoa  goiog,  my  pretty  maid?” 

Heave  away,  heigho,  hei^ho, 

“I'm  going  to  lie  'Varsity,  sir,"  she  said, 

"Ajad  I come  away  back  from  Algoma.” — Oho. 
% What  to  do  there,  my  pretty  maid?" 

Heave  away,  heigho.  heigho. 

“ I'm  going  to  be  noltared,  Bir,"  she  said, 

“For  I ooDfe  anay  bank  from  Aigoma.” — Cho. 

3.  " What  are  your  etnatea,  my  pretty  maid  ?" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  beigoo. 

Ohineso  and  QnaternioQs,  sir,”  she  said, 

“And  I oome  away  baok  from  Algoma."' — Cho. 

4.  “ Then  who  will  marry  yon.  my  pretty  maid  ?." 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

**  Cnltored  girls  don't  marry,  siri”  she  said, 

“And  I go  away  baok  to  AJgoma.’’ — Oho. 


SECOND  VERSION. 

“ Where  are  yon  going, -my  pretty  maid?" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

“ I’m  going  to  a leotnre,  air,”  she  said, 

“And  I come  away  baok ‘from  AJgoma.” — Cho. 
2.  ” Ifay  I go  with  yon,  my  pretty  maid  ?” 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

“ Yon  wouldn't  andemtand  it.  sir,"  she  said, 

“ For  I oome  away  baok  from  Algoma.”— ^Ae* 
8.  “ What  is  the  snbjeot,  my  pretty  maid  ?” 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigbo. 

Total  extinotion  of  man,”  she  said, 

'*  For  I go  away  back  to  Aigoma.'’ — <7Ao, 

4,  “ Then  who  will  marry  yon,  my  pretty  maid  ?” 
Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

“ will  marry  me,  sir,”  she  said, 

.“And  I go  away  back  to  Algoma." — Cho. 
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DEAR  EVELINA.  SWEET  EVELINA. 


AtUffreti^.  mf 


DEAR  EVELINA.  SWEET  EVELINA 


fi3 


4.  Three  years  have  gone  by,  and  I’ve  not  got  a dollar, 
Evelina  still  lives  in  that  green  grassy  holler, 
Although  I am  fated  to  marry  her  never. 

I've  sworn  that  I'll  love  her  for  ever  and  ever. — Cho. 


ROW  YOUR  BOAT. 


CARMEN  LIBERORUM  ROMANORUM. 


Chof^  in  unison.  1st  Httu,  A ndant«  relief  ion.  Snd  tijno,  AUtffro.  B.  CARPENTSR  vHarvtL.-w}. 
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KEMO  KIMO. 


Mutls  adaptM: 


3.  Each  darkey  wakes  up  almoet  dead 

fiuig>8ong  sitfi^  won’t  you  kimeo  l 
With  a hondr^weight  of  olriokenB  on  eaoli 
Sing-BODg  Bitty  won’t  you  kdmeo ! 

The  oTiickens  goont  to  debam, 

Sing-Bopg  sitty  woa't'yoa  kimeo  I 
The  big  ones  orow  and  the  little  ocob  lacn. 
Sing-BODg  Bitty  won't  yoB  kimeo  1 


And  when  eaob  ohiok  is  pretty  foil, 
Bing’Bong  Bitty  won't  yon  kimeo  { 
He  Btioke  his  claw  sn  the  darkey's  wooL 
Sing-Boog  Bitty  won’t  yoQ  kimeo  1 

I looked  behind  de  kitehen  eiaira, 

Sing'Boni^  sitty  won't  yoB  kimeo  1 
I saw  a caterpillar  saying  hie  prayers. 
Sing-song  Bitty  wont  yon  kimeo^ 


8.  (Lento).  The  horse  and  the  sheep  were  going  to  the  pastoTO, 

Sing-song  sitty  won’t  yon  Mmeo  1 

Bays -the  horse  to  the  sheep  (aej**!.)  " Won't  yon  go  a little  faster  ?’*  Sing-soag,  Ac 


THERE’S  ONLY  ROOM  FOR  ONE. 


4 Why  hae  the  Chicago  girl  bnt  one  foot  in  the  grove  ? 
Loeoi  hits  should  he  introduced. 


66 


THE  PIPE. 
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THE  PIPE. 


yel  • low,  And  tbe  curl-iog  smoke  that  doth  e - voke  A fragrance  mild  and  mellow. 


2 Let  philoaophers  rant  of  Fiohteasd  Kant, 

Of  Uartley  and  bis  vibralione, 

And  ptu'zfe  their  wits  with  (llurke,  Leibnitz, 

Time,  spaue.  and  their  relations; 

Tet  six  feet  space  will  end  their  race, 

And  prove  their  sciences  trashes. 

While  Time  with  a wipe  will  break  their  pipe. 

And  Death  knock  ont  tbe  ashes. 

Chom. — Then  bnrrah,  &c.. 


0.  Let  tbe  soldier  boast  of  tbe  mighty  host, 

Of  the  pride  and  tbe  pomp  of  battle, 

Of  the  war  steed's  boond,  and  the  olarion's  sound. 
And  the  cannon's  tbondering  rattle; 

Tet  there’s  more  delight  with  a friend' at  night. 

And  a song  and  a pipe  also, 

Thao  in  balls  and  bombs,  and  fifes  and  drums, 

And  military  show. 

Chonu. — Then  hurrah,  do. 
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SON  OF  A GAMBOLIBR. 


Come  join  my  hnca-b1e  dit-ty,  From  Tippe’ry  Town  I steer,  Like  eve  • ry  bon  - est  lel-low.  I 
istTemob. 

|4- 


Come  join  my  hnm-b!e  dit-ty.  From  Tippe‘ty  Town  I steer,  Like  eve  - ry  bon  - est  fel-low,  T ’ 


*«)  Basb 


SON  OP  A GAMBOLIER. 
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THE  BULL-DOG. 


ba.nk.  And  the  ball-frog  in  ibe  pool,  The  'bull  - dog  called  the  bull-frog  A 

catch  him,  And  the  snapper  caaght  hie  paw,  The  polly  - died  a laughing,  To 

‘ ^ 


green  old  wa  • ter  fool. 

him  wag  bia  jaw. 


Sing  • ing 


la,  I la  la  la, 
j leil  • i -0, 
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THE  BULL-DOO 


8. 8ftya  the  monkey  to  the  owl : 

“Ob  I wbnt'il  you  have  to  drink?” 
” Wbv,  Binoe  yon  are  so  very  kind, 
I'll  take  a bottle  of  ink.” 

1.  Oh  I the  boU-dog  in  the  yard, 

And  the  tom-oat  on  the  roof, 

Are  practising  the  Highland  Fling, 
And  Binging  opera  l»a£fe. 


5.  Says  the  tom-oat  to  the  dog, 

“Oh ! set  your  ears  agog, 

For  Jnle’s  about  to  t4te-At4te 
With  Borneo,  ineog." 

6.  Bays  the  bull-dog  to  the  cat 

“Ohl  what  do  you  think  they  ro at f 
They're  spooning  in  the  dead  of  ni^t» 
But  where's  the  barm  in  that?” 


7.  Pharaoh's  daughter  on  the  bank, 

Little  Moses  in  the  pool, 

She  fished  him  ont  with  a telegraph  pole 
And  sent  o£E  to  school. 


GOOD -NIGHT. 


. Farewell,  ladies  i farewell,  ladies  : I 8.  Sweet  dreams,  ladies ; sweet  dreams,  ladies ; 

farewell,  ladies ; we're  going  to  leave  yon  now,  Sweet  dreams,  ladies ; we’re  going  to  leave  yon  now. 
Merrily,  etc.  J Merrily,  eto. 


1 (Bomid.) 


MERRILY,  MERRILY. 

a 


Mer-ri  • ly  mer-ri-ly  greet  the  morn;  Obeer-i - ly,  obaer-i - ly  sound  the  hors. 

3 4 ^ 


Hark  I to  the  eo-hoes  hear  them  play.  O'er  hiU  and  dale,  iar,  far.  a -way. 
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SOLOMON  LEVI. 


dUeg^eUo.  FRED  SEAVBR, 
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SOLOMON  LLVI. 


CUOItUB. 


fi.  The  people  are  delif^hted  to  oome  inside  of  my  store, 

And  trade  with  the  elegant  gentleman  wbat  I keeps  to  nalk  the  floor. 
Ho  is  a blood  among  the  Sheenies,  beloved  by  one  and  all, 

And  bis  clothes  they  fit  him  jnst  like  the  paper  on  the  wall. — Chorx*. 
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Am*— 'SouoMON 


PORK,  BEANS.  AND  HARD-TACK; 

A REBELLION  SONG. 


1.  Oar  rolonteera  ars  soldiera  bold,  ®o  say  the  people  all, 

When  duty  calla  they  epring  to  arras,  responsive  to  the  rail. 
With  outfits  old  and  rotten  clothes  ill-fitted  for  the  strife, 

They  leave  their  home  on  starving  pay  to  take  the  nitebiea’  life. 


Cboros. 


Pork,  beans  and  hard-tack,  tra  la  la  la,  etc.. 

Poor  hungry  soldier,  tra  la  la,  etc. 

In  rags  we  march  the  prairie,  most  eager  for  the  fray, 
But  when  we  near  the  enemy,  they  always  run  away. 

As  Corporation  labourers  with  fat-i-gue  each  day, 

We  dig  and  scrape  and  hoe  and  rake  for  fifty  cents  a day. 

8.  Faint,  cold  and  weary,  we’re  packed  on  an  open  car, 

Cursing  our  fate  and  grumbling  as  soldiers  ever  are, 

Hungry  and  tbirstv.  over  the  U.P.B.  we  go 

Instead  of  by  the  all-rail  route-  Detroit  and  Chicago.— CAorw. 

8.  On  half  cooked  beans  and  fat  pork  we're  fed  without  relief. 
Rave  when  we  get  a change  of  grab  on  hard-tack  and  corn  beef. 
On  fat-i-gue  and  guards  all  day.  patrols  and  pickets  by  night, 
It's  thus  we  while  our  tim^  away,  our  duty  seems  ne'er  to  fight. 


4.  Down  the  wild  Saskatchewan  in  river  boats  we  go, 

At  last  we  reach  Lake  Winnipeg  and  are  taken  by  a tug  in  tow. 
On  hoard  a barge  two  regiments  are  shoved  into  the  hold, 

Like  sardines  in  a box  we’re  packed,  six  hundred  men  all  told. 

5.  Down  the  length  of  Winnipeg  La^e  we  roll  throughout  the  night, 
And  on  we’re  towed  along  the  Lake  till  Selkirk  is  in  sight. 

We  disembark  in  double  quick  time,  we  once  more  board  a train. 
We’re  on  our  way  for  Winnipeg,  we’re  getting  near  home  again. 


6.  The  ladies  of  our  city  are  noble  dames  you  know, 

And  helped  ns  in  our  woeful  plight  when  grub  was  very  low. 

We  cannot  thank  them  as  we  ought  for  every  kindness  done. 

But  we  say  it  from  our  inm<r6t  souls  their  goodness'our  hearts  has  won. 


PEGGY  MURPHY. 


Words  BDd  Music  by  CHARLES  M RYAN 
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PEGGX  MURPHY. 


2.  Hsi^inouth  it  was  like  a — och  I sure  I can't  tell, 

But  whene’er  she  spoke  throngb  it  a Bonnd  like  a bell 
Went  a ringin'  and  dingin'  straight  into  my  soul, — 

Sure  a swats  little  mouth  was  that  same  little  hole. 

8.  Her  skin  it  was  whiter  than  newly-laid  milk, 

And  softer  by  far  than  the  softest  of  silk ; 

Her  complexion  indade  was  so  clear  and  so  fair 
You  could  see  through  her  face  all  the  roots  of  her  halt. 

4.  Her  lips  an’  her  cheeks  had  an  exquisite  tint, 

So  rich  and  so  rare,  by  the  angels  'twas  lint ; 

Arrah  I naught  could  compare  with  her  blushes  so  red. 
When  she  walked  in  the  garden  the  rosee  dropped  deao. 

5.  Her  hair  was  so  fine  that  it  couldn't  be  felt, 

An'  so  much  like  the  sunshine  you'd  think  it  would  malt ; 
Oh  I it  glistened  an’  dazzled,  I’m  tellin’  no  lies, 

That  to  take  a look  at  it  you'd  shot  both  your  eyes. 

6.  Her  neck  an'  each  shoulder,  each  arm  an'  each  hand» 
Made  her  fit  for  a fairy  queen  boldin'  a wand  ; 

Arrah  ! she  was  so  deservin'  of  fairydike  things, 

I'm  not  sure  but  I think  she  bad  nice  little  wiugs. 

7.  Her  teeth  were  like  pearls  strung  out  in  two  rows. 
Between  luscious  cherries  rigbi  under  her  nose ; 

They  formed  a nate  fence  round  such  nice  private  groundfi. 
Where  a sharp  teasing  tongue  never  stayed  within  bounds. 

8.  Her  breath  was  as  pure  as  a babe's  or  a dove’s, 

That  milky-like  breath  that  a spoony  mao  loves 
'Twas  the  clarified  essence  of  neotar  an'  dew, 

An'  sugar  an’  honey  made  into'a  stew. 

9.  For  a word  or  a smile  from  my  paragon  Peg 
I’d  out  off  my  bead,  or  I'd  saw  off  my  leg; 

And  as  for  a kiss  from  her  lips  fresh  and  ewate, 

'Twould  so  fill  me  with  joy  as  to  intoxicate. 

10.  I cooed  an'  I wooed  her  a year  an’  a day, 

An’  I asked  her  to  marry  me  qniok  straight  sway. 

Oh  I she  laughed  in  my  face  sayin',  " Larry,  me  hoy» 

I’m  engaged  to  be  married  to  Mickey  McCoy  i” 

11.  Then  I threw  myself  under  a willowy  tree, 

An'  I blubbered  un'  bawled  till  I scarcely  could  see. 

Why  didn't  I ask  when  I first  crossed  her  door 
H she'd  e’er  been  engaged  or  married  before  1 
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VIVE  LA  COMPAGNIE. 

Words  ty  P.  B.  HODOtNS, 


3.  Here's  to  the  Senators,  all  in  a row, 

Bat  what  the^  are  good  for  I really  don’t  know. 

8.  The  Professors  come  next,  and  they're  not  a bad  lot, 

There  are  sometbat  are  good,  and  there  are  some  that  are  cot. 

4.  Here’s  to  the  Ladies — they  do  as  they  please, — 

Take  oar  places  in  street-oars  and  olass-lists  with  ease. 

6.  Here’s  to  the  Freshman,  of  brazen  fifteen. 

In  his  cap  and  bis  gown  day  and  night  he  ie  seen. 

6.  Here's  to  the  Bedel,  wb.o  carries  the  mace,. 

As  he  walks  op  the  aisle  he's  the  model  of  grace. 

7.  Here's  to. ourselves — we're  the  beet  of  the  crowd, - 
We're  too  modest  to  mention  our  praises  out  load. 

8.  Here's  to  the  fellotv  who  sines  oat  of  tune. 

We'll  ohoke  him  righe  off,  for  he  cao't  die  too  soon. 

9.  Here’s  to  Exams.,  but  we've  drained  the  last  drop, 

Bo  f thiok  it  is  time  for  this  ditty  to  stop. 


rr 


CHINESE  SONG. 


BAfltTONC  SOLO- 


1.  Me  t^ettee  tDarried,  HaVe  a 

2.  Me 


n n,  “ P*'®®  - ty  wif  • ee.  Have  a uio  - gy  tail 

2.  Me  Kingee  eoagee.  Get  - ee  fiv  - ee  cent  - ee,  Xak  ■ ee  fiv 


- ee  cent  - ee. 


down-ee  back, 'Long  com  - ee  Meli  - can  man.  Poll . ee  pig-gy  tail  - ee 

Put  him  right  a - way,  Long  com  - ee  Meli  - can  man,  Tak  - ee  fiv-ee  cent  ■ ee. 
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THE  PUSHFUL  POLLYWOG 

g}^  , >89  Music  by  .WMBS  EDMUND  JONES, 


Solo.  1 I ■ ^ — 1 

1.  In  the  dim -ness  of  the  ag-  - es  ud^en  the  ' 

2.  It  may  seem  a lit  - tie  fish  - y,  but  phi  - 

3.  As  he  sw’am  one  sum-mer  mom- ing,  close  be  - 

4.  Had  you  met  him  some-what  lat  - er,  you’d  have 

Var  - si  - ty  was  young", 
lo  - so-phers  re  - late 
side  the  qul  - et  shore, 
strug-gled  to  es  - cape, 

■i  ' j s 3 

CHORUS 

1 Solo 

V - A-  R-  S 


Groped  k spine-lees  poUly  wogr-gle  with  an  un-de-vel-opedlung’; 
The  t&d-dy  soon  a fish  bo^amejtho’ still  in-ver-te-bratej 
•T-Y!  banklookedsoin-vit-ing-that  he'ven-turedtoex-plore; 

For  real-ly  he  pre-sent-ed  ^ most  ques-tion-a-ble  shape; 


: ^ 


It  was  strugr-g-le,  it  was  strive;  ' It  was 
’Mid  the  si  - lence  of  the  sea,  In  a 
So  he  flopped  and  wad-died  out,  Looked  with 
Sav  - age  joy  to  us  de  - Died,'  • Pilled  the 


hard  to  keep  a -live; But  be  kept  on  ev  - ol  - ut -ing*  and  this  lit-tle  song*  be  sung-, 
voioeleesmelo  * dy,  Still  he  gw-.gledigur-gled,  g-ur-gled  at'  a tru-ly  tiresome  rate, 

in -ter-est  a -bout, Grew  a set  of  leg-s  to  car  - ry  him,  and  murmured  as  be-fore, 
creature’s  hairy  bide,  As  be  chat- tered,chattered,' chattered  in  the  eemblance  of  ana^j^ 


CHORUS 


5.  Coining'  down  another  aeon,  you’ll  observe  a curious  thing*: 
The  ape  has  lost  the  tail  by  which  of  yore  be  used  to  swing*; 

Cane  and  collar,  hands  and  fbet  — 

Lo,  the  Freshman  all  complete! 

With  a saw-mill  in  his  thorax  now  this  ditty  doth  he  sing*: 
Chorus:—  Varsity  I Varsity!  &c. 

6.  The  world  is  very  evO,  and  I ahouldnt  like  to  guess 

To  what  a bad  ascendancy  the  Freshman  might  progress; 

He  might  evolve  a brain,* 

A degree  he  might  obtain; 

But  though  he  were  a Senator,  he’d  warble  none  the  less; 
Chorv£  as  before,  hut  addmg  the  shout.* 
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HONOUR  OLD  ’VARSITY. 

^ords  adapted  by  E.  C.  ACHESOIf  • '89. 


Nobwboum'Natiorai.  Aib.*~‘‘  Soinnai  Kobok* 

! _ j I J'.  ^ ‘ ' 


IsT  & £kbTbn6b. 


old  'Varaity  1 High  and  hero  - ic  in  Boa]-6tirTmgnamb6rB,D0arA.lmaMater,  we  strike  it  for  thoe. 


daysthatarepastjHeartebeatingloadlyandoheekaglowingproudly.HonoQroId’Varaityand  will  to  the  last. 


2.  Wide  now  are  eoaitered  thy  sons  and  thy  danghtere, — 
Oft,  when  begin  the  long  shadows  to  fall. 

On  as,  in  floods,  like  the  swift,  rasbiug  waters, 

Crowd  recolleotiODS  of  hoars  past  recall. 

Days  fall  of  pleaanre  without  stint  or  measore. — 

Days  when  the  boars  were  like  birds  on  the  wing,* 
These  wore  onr  blessing,  when,  ardor  possessing. 
Dwelt  wo  at  'Varsity,  whose  praise  now  we  sing. 

9.  Minstrel,  awaken  the  harp  from  its  elnmbers, 

Joyfolly  strike  for  the  old  'Varsity  ! 

High  and  heroic,  in  sonl  stirring  nombere. 

Dear  Alma  Mater,  we  strike  it  for  thee. 

Heedless  of  others,  maidens  and  brothers, 

Stick  to  yoor  colors  with  hearts  brave  and  free, 

Aid  freely  lend  her.  and  stootly  defend  her. 

Honour  old  'Varsity,  dear  'Varsity. 


THE  THREE  CROWS. 


they  were  black  as  black  could  be,  And  they  all  flapped  their  wings  and  cried  Caw,  Caw.  Caw, 


ahnll  we  do  for  grub  to  ate?'*  And  they  all  flapped  their  wings  and  cried  Caw,  Caw  Caw 


Bil-fy  Magee  Magar  I And  they  alt  flapped  their  wings  and  cried  Billy  Magee  Mngar ! 


g-.Trri^  J* 

Jh  Ji  ^ ' S N t , 

8.  " There  lies  a horse  on  yonder  plain,"  1 /■ . , 

Choriu. — 0 Billy  Magee  Magar  I ) ' ’ 

**  There  Ilea  a horse  on  yonder  plain, 

Who's  by  some  cm*!  butcher  slain." — Cbonu 

t f -1*  ^ r 4^  p c ^ 

4.  " We'll  perch  onrselees  on  his  backbone,"  1 . 

CAorta.—O  Billy  Magee  Magarl  | ' '' 

" We’ll  perch  onrselves  as  his  backbone. 

" And  pick  his  eyes  cut  one  by  one." — Gliorvi. 

6.  “ The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it’e  etale.")  ... 
CAohm.—O  Billy  Magee  Magar  I 

■ “ The  meat  we’ll  eat  before  it's  stale, 

*•  Till  noughtremains  bnt  bones  and  tail."— OAonw 


* Imitate  Crewe* 
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GOOD  NIGHT. 


peftce  pr(*  - - found.  Till  mom  - - icg's  light. 


MEERSCHAUM  PIPE. 


Oh,  who  will  Bmcke  my 
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raeerBohaum  pipe  when  I,  when  I 

^ K J 


MEERSCflAUil  PIP£. 

&tn  far  a - way 


smoke  my  meersohunm  pipe  Wben  I »m  fsr 

4- 


a-way.  ‘Al-lie  Bazan  ! Bad  man  I 


3.  Oh,  who  will  wear  my  cast-off  boots? 

AlUo  Bazan  I Johnnie  Moran  ! 

8.  Oh,  who  will  hoist  my  green  ambrell  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoCann  1 

4.  Oh,  who  will  go  to  see  my  girl  ? 

Aliie  Bazan,  Johnnis  Morao,  Mary  McCann, 

SLazecazan  I 

S. Oh,  who  will  take  her  oat  to  ride? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran.  Mary  McCann, 

Eazeoazan,  Tnoatanl 

ibia  strain  once  for  second  stanea,  twice  for  third,  etc. 

REGIMENTAL  SONG  OF  THE  QUEEN’S  OWN  RIFLES. 

Word#  by  Rev.  JOHN  CAMPBELL,  ’65. 

Toem 


6.  Oh,  who  will  s^neezo  her  snow-white  hand  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Sazecazw,  Yucatan,  j 

7.  Oh,  who  will  trot  her  on  hie  knee  7 

Aliie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Kazecazan,  Yucatan,  Kalamsizr  o,  Michigan  i 

8.  Oh,  who  will  kiss  ner  mby  lips  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Biazecazan,  Ynoatas,  Kalamazoo.  Miohizaa. 
BAD  MAI? in  ® 

i For  last  stanza  only 


Up,  comrades  up  I 'tie  oar  bu  - • - gle, 

3 On^  comrades  oit  I ' tra?.  • el  fast  - . . er’; 

3.  ir^me,  oomriulcH  home- 1 ri  - fles  sliog  . . . ing, 


Major  F E.  DIXON- 

— t-i — ..—a. 


Tb’a^  -’‘c.n  - bly.  Jt  sounds  loud  and 
On,  not  a ni''iaest'8  ds' . 
lIcMrts  bcuiidini.'  hi^;il  with  de- 
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RBOIMENTAIi  SONG  OP  THE  QUEEN’S  OWN  RIFLES. 


DULCE  DOMUM. 


(WlDcheater  Colley).  17th  Ceatur/ 


CHonua. 


J J., 

' * Dc 

- mum.  Do  • mum,  Dul  - ce  Do  - mum.  Do  • mum.  Do  - mum,  Dul  - ce  Do  • mum 

.'JJ  JiJ.  J J Jij  1 1^  1 iT  r f 

- •— = * — 1 1 — Lj j 

L-U 1 rh 

3.  Musa!  librvs  mitte,  fessa; 

Mitte peuaa  dura; 

Mitts  negotium; 

Jam  datur  otium : 

Me  mea  roictito  cura. 

Chonu. — Domum,  I^omuni,  ^o. 

4.  Bidet  annus,  prata  rident : 

Nosque  ndeamus. 

Jam  repetit  Domum 
Danlias  advena  : 

Noaque  Domum  repetamus. 
Chor<u. — Domum.  Domum, 


6.  Heu ! Kogere  •.  far  cabalios : 

Eja  I DODO  eamus ; 

Limen  amabile. 

Matris  et  oscula, 

Suaviter  et  repetamus. 

Chorus, — Domum,  Domora,  <Stc. 

6.  Conomamus  ad  Penates; 

Vox  et  andiatur : 

PhosplKirel  qiiidjubar. 

Segoius  emioans, 

Oau<1i)i  i>  )-:tra  moratur? 

Chorus. — Domum,  Domum,  <ta 


IT  FOLLOWED 
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''’ii|ii‘o\’ised  local  skits  uuu  be  set  to  the  abov-e; 

Dean — is  a busy  mau,  a busy  uian,etu.  » 

He  dabbles  in  psyobiatry, 

He  plays  the  liddle  too, 

Youid  laugli  to 'hear  him  cracking  nuts; 

Look  out,  ho  may  get  y>u. 

Thken  by  permission  of  IiOn;uz  Publishing  Co.  Itom"!!!  Lighter  Viou 
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TO  THE  NORTH  TO  THE  LAND  OF  PINE 

Words  by  M.O.  KLOTZ,  Music  by  JAMES  EDMUND  JONES,  ’8S. 


*^J.  Hur- 

2.  Who 

3.  Or,whe 

4.  So 

rah  for  the  North  with  its 
cares  for  the  bi  - tin^  b 

nsoft-ly  sighs  the 

give  me  my  pad-dle  and 

ills  of  pine  And  its 
aats  that  blow  From  the 
sum-mer  breeze  And  all 
birch  ca-  aoe,  Cut  me 

akes  with  fir  - fringed 
pole,  with  their  snowand 
na  - ture  laughs  with 
oose  ftom  Damedrun-dyfede- 

M' 

^3 — 5-^3 — *- 

shores,  Hur  - rah  for  the  streams  that  shim-mer  and  shine,  Or  toss  their  wild  tor-rent  down 
sleet,  With  a tent  a - hove  and  spruce  boughs  be-low  Anda  pipe  to  , cheer  ere  to 
grlee,  When  ev^  the  trout  will  com-mune  with  the  trees  Andtherug^gedoldrodcs  >^is-per 
cree,  With  tra-der  and  trap-per  the  wild  North  i’ll  woo, With  noth-ing*  to  fear  there  is 


steep  de 
rest  we 
low  to  the  seas,  Who’d 


dine  And 
go,  Who 


sing*  in  the  ra  - pids’ 
fears  King’  Frost  to 
not  a bold  North-man 


roars, 

meet? 

be? 


And 

Who 

Who’d 


sing*  in  the  ra-pids’ 
fears  King*  Frost  to 
not  • a bold  North-man 


nought  1 can’t  do,  For  the  North  is  the  land  of  the  free,  Ibr  the  North  is  the  land  of  the 


r r 


/T\  ■ CHORUS. 


roars. 

meet? 


Then  come  to  the  North,  to  the  land,  of  pine  Come  a - long*, come  a-long*  with 

free. 


TPT 


MARCHING  SONG. 


Heigbo,  heighu. 

1.  Gome  listea  to  onr  hearty  song, 

Beigbo,  heigbo,  heigho,  heigbo, 
We'll  sing  it  as  we  march  along, 
Heigbo,  heigho,  heigbo. 

Cbobos. 

» jig  jig  and  away  we  go, 
Heigbo,  beigho,  heigho,  heigho. 
Big  a jig  jig  and  away  we  go, 
Heigbo,  heigho.  heigho. 

2.  Oh  I we’re  the  boys  of  'Varsity, 
We’re  out  to-night  upon  a spree. 

3.  We  do  our  best  quite  willingly, 

To  make  Borne  howl  with  melody. 


Words  by  J.  J.  FERQUSOr^  •«*. 

4.  We  keep  the  sidewalk  two  and  two. 

Nor  torn  we  ont  for  all  the  “ blue.- 

6.  We  hustle  them  gently  out  of  the  way, 

And  still  we  sing  our  festive  lay. 

6.  They  make  the  hearts  of  sinners  quake, 

And  do  their  duty  when  awake. 

7.  We  know  right  well  It's  very  wrong 
To  keep  the  cops  awake  so  long. 

8 Goodnight!  neit  week  we’ll  comsagain, 

We  must  inspect  them  now  ana  then. 


THE  BAGPIPES. 
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ITP  AOT)  ON. 


Rj  permission  from  “All's  Well” 


GAUDEAMUS  IGITUR. 


>.  'Vita  nostra  brevis  eat 
Br^vi  finietnr, 

Venit  mors  velooiter, 

Bapit  nos  atrociter, 
Nemioi  parcetnr. 

4.  Yivat  academia, 

Vivant  profeBsoree, 

Yivat  raembmm  qaodlibet, 
Vivant  membra  gnaslibet 
Bemper  sint  in  fore. 

6.  Vivant  omnea  virgines 
Faciles,  forraosse  I 
Vivant  et  mnlieres, 

Tenorse  ^/inabiles, 

Boas,  laborioas. 


6.  Qnis  oonf  nxns  hodie 

Aoademiooram  ? 

£!  longinqno  convenemnt 
Protinusque  succeBserant 
In  oommnnefomm. 

7.  Alma  mater  f oreat, 

Quas  Qoseducavit, 
Caros  et  commiiitones, 
Diesitas  in  regiones 
Bparsns,  congregavit. 

8.  Vivat  et  repnblica 

Bt  gin  iltam  regit, 
Yivat  nostra  oivitaa, 
Mscenatnm  caritas, 

Quae  nos  bio  protegit. 


9.  Pereat  tristitia 
Pereant  osores, 
Pereat  diabolas, 
Quivis  antibnrschina, 
Atque  irrisoree. 
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THE  MERMAID. 


t.  Then  up  Hp&ke  the  oook  of  our  gallant  ship, 

And  a fat  old  oook  was  be  ; 

" I care  much  more  for  my  kettles  and  my  pots, 
Than  I do.  for  the  depths  of  the  sea." — Chorui. 

4.  Then  out  spake  the  boy  of  oar  gallant  ship, 

And  a well-spoken,  laddie  was  be  ; 

* I've  a father  and  mother  in  Boston  city, 

But  to-night  they  childless  will  I>e.”  -CAoni>. 


5.  “ Ob,  the  moon  shines  brightand  the  stars  give  light ; 

Oh,  my  mammy  she'll  be  looking  for  me  ; 

She  may  look,  she  may  weep,  she  may  look  to  the  deep, 
She  may  look  to  the  bottom -of  the  sea."— CAortu. 

6.  Then  thre  ■ times  around  went  our  gallant  ship. 

And  three  times  aroand  went  she, 

Then  three  times  around  went  our  gallant  ship, 

And  she  sank  to  the  depths  of  the  sea." — Chorxt^ 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


bead  is  bend-inglow;  I hear  their  gen  - tie  voi  - cce  ealHcg  “Old  Black  Joe." 


THE  POACHERS  OF  LINCOLNSHIRE 


CnOSU8»  AU parti  in  un<«<m. 


8.  As  ms  aud  my  companions  were  setting  foar  and  fire, 

And  (akiug  of  them  np  again, we  took  the  hare  aliye ; 

We  popped  her  into  a nag,  my  boys,  and  thro’  the  wo^  did  steer,— 
For  'tis  my  delight  of  a shiny  ni^t,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 
4.  I threw  her  on  my  shonlders,  and  wandered  throogh  the  town, 

Wo  took  her  to  a neighbor’s  honse,  and  sold  her  for  a crown  -, 

Wo  sold  her  for  a orown,  my  boys,  bnt  I didn't  tell  you  where,— 
For  'tie  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  ] 

6.  Success  to  every  gentleman  who  lives  in  Linooieshire, 

Suooess  to  every  po'xoher  that  wants  to  sell  a hare ; 

Dad  luok  to  every  gamekeeper  that  will  not  sell  his  deer, — 

For  ’tis  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 


UPIDEE. 


u u u u u u 

U - pi  • (l^e  • i • da,  Tbrnnirhs  Y&n  •.koovi.'»i:e&  youth  did  go,  \ 'Carry in'  a flag  yrirb  this  motto. 


Dal  Segno  al  Fine. 


2 O'er  bishigh  forehead  curl’d  copious  hair, 

He'd  a Boman  cose  and  complexion  fair. 

He’d  a light  hloe  eye  and  an  anburn  lash, 
Andfaeevdrkep'a8hi..atm’  through  his  moastache, 

3.  He  saw  through  the  windows  as  he  kept  gettin’  upper, 
A number  of  families  eittin'  at  supper ; 

But  he  eyed  those  slippery  rooks  very  keen. 

And  fled  as  he  cried,  and  cried  while  a-fleem' : 

4.  "0  take  care  yon,"  said  t^e  old  man,  " stop  I 
It's  hlowiu'  gales  up  there  on  top ; 

You'll  tumble  off  on  the  other  side  I" 

But  the  hurryin’  stranger  still  replied : 

b.  "O  don't  go  op  such  a shockin'  bad  night ; 

Come  sleep  on  my  lap,"  said  a maiden  bright. 

On  his  Homan  nose  a : ear-drop  come. 

Bat  still  he  remarked,  us  be  upward  dumb : 


C.  "Look  out  for  the  branch  of  the  sycamore  tree  i 
Dodge  rollin’  stones  if  any  you  see  1” 

Bayin’  which  the  farmer  went  to  bed, 

But  the  singular  voice  replied  overhead: 

7.  About  a quarter  past  six  tne  next  forenoon, 

A man  accidentally  gom'  up  soon, 

Heard  spoken  above  him,  as  much  as  twice. 
Those  very  same  words  in  a very  weak  voioe>. 

8.  Not  far,  T believe,  from  a quarter  of  seven, 

He  was  slow  gettin'  up,  the  road  bein' uneven, 
He  found,  buried  up  in  the  snow  and  ice, 

The  boy  and  bis  flag  with  the  strange  device 

9.  He’s  dead,  defunct,  without  a doubt. 

The  lamp  of  bis  life  has  entirely  gone  out; 

On  the  drear  hill-side  the  youth  was  a-layic' 
And  there  was  no  more  use  for  him  to  be  a-sayin’; 


— Chf). 
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TRADUCTION  DE 


Dieu  protege  !e  Roi. 

£n  lui  nous  avons  foi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 
u'il  soit  victorieux 
t que  son  peuple  faeureux 
Le  comble  ae  ses  voeux. 
Vive  le  Roi. 


••GOD  SAVE  THE  KING" 

y tnhn  /ranealte  pat 

Benjamin  SulU,  Ollatea,  Onl. 

Qu’il  r?gne  de  longs  jours, 

Que  son  nom  soit  toujours, 

Notre  secours. 

Protecteur  de  la  loi, 

Et  d^fenseur  des  droits, 

Notre  espoir  est  en  toi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 


VIVE  LA  CANADIENNE. 


3.  Mona  faisoca  bonne  ohire, 

Vole,  mon  cosnr,  vole, 

Ksub  faisons  bonne  oh^re, 

Bt  none  avons  bon  gol^t.  (fm) 
Charm — Vive  la  Cansdienne,  eto. 

4.  On  danse  ayeo  noa  blondes. 

Vole,  moa  c($ur,  vole, 

On  danse  aveo  nos  blondes, 

Nous  ohangeone  tour  & tear.  (</r.) 
Chofut — Vfve  la  Cauadienne,  eto. 


0.  Alors  toute  la  terre, 

Vole,  moa  ccenr,  vole,  ^ 

Alors  toute  la  terre, 

Nous  sppartient  en  teat,  (t^r.) 

Chorm — Viye  la  Canadienae.  e^o. 

S.  Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe. 

Vole,  tnon  emur,  vole, 

Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe, 

11  est  vraimentbien  doax.  (Irr.) 
Cho)-w — Vive  la  Canadienne,  eto. 


UN  CANADIEN  ERRANT. 


Words  by  A.  Gi£RIN.LAJOIB(NlcoIetCoU.).  184a. 
ll*irA/ee/ifi9. 


TransUiedby  D.  MORTON  JONES,  'gi. 


2.  U'i  jour,  trhtt  et 

2.  One  day,  in  pea 


its  lone  and  ead, 


u 

Bun  • nt  • di  mti  foy  • «ri, 

From  Can  « a • d»  and  home, 

At  • tit  au  bord  det  fiott. 

Seat  - ed  a stream  be  . side, 


J i.  ^ J i I I 


8.  " Si  to  vois  mon  pays. 

Moh  payi  iimilieureux, 
Ta.  rlifl  & mea  nmia 
Qae  jj  mo  souvicna  d'enx, 

4.  “O  jonra  Ri  pleinad'appoa 
Voud  Ctes  di8|»irus, 

Et  mn  patrie,  helae  i 
Je  ue  te  verrai  x>laB  I 

1.  " ribnc^dans  lea  malheors, 
Loiudo  mes  chcra  ^lareuta, 
•To  passe  dans  lea  pleura 
D'  iQfortuu4d  laoinenta.” 

6.  "Non,  mais  on  expirant, 

U mu:i  clicr  Canada  1 
^011  regard  laiiijuiesant 
Vers  loi  sa  portera.’’ 


3.  '•  If  llion,  in  onward  coirrae, 

Bhuuld'sc  buo  iiiy  land,  oh  then. 
Go.  tell  niy  friends  that  I 
Mmdfu.  of  ibeui  remuio. 

4.  **  Oh  hours  so  full  of  joy, 

Fled  w.th  tlio  years  lonp  o’er, 
And  thee,  my  native  In  d, 
i sliall  bsholi  110  more. 

6.  " riunsed  in  (he  depths  of  woe, 

No  friend  to  soothe  appc-arsi 
The  moinonls  as  (hey  nass, 

Uriug  only  sighs  and  laar*." 

8.  " Wlien  low  within  my  breast. 

Life  s Uiuk'ring  bparh  ahull  bom^ 
To  (he*,  oh  CsnudiL, 

My  dying  ryo  ehull  tora.” 


EN  ROULANT  MA  BOULE. 


MUm*8oU».  Bnerglto,  FINE, 


a.  Tnris  beaux  oanaids  e'en  Tont  baignant, 
En  roalant  ma  bonle. 

Le  fiU  da  roi  s'en  va  obaasant, 

Boali,  ronlant,  ma  beal®  rooiant. — Rtf- 

S.  Le  file  do  roi  e'en  va  ohasaant, 

Ea  rouiant  ma  boai®t 
Aveo  aon  grand  foail  d'argent. , 

Rooli,  rooiant,  ma  bool®  roalant. — Rv- 

4.  Aveo  son  grand  foail  d'argent. 

En  rooiant  ma  boaie, 

Viea  le  noir,  taa  1®  blano, 

^ali,  rooiant,  ma  bools  rooiant. — Rtf- 

5.  Visa  le  noir,  tua  le  blano. 

En  roalant  ma  boaie, 

O flla  da  roi,  ta  ea  mAjhantl 
Booli,  roolaat,  ma  boaie  roolaot,— flv* 

6.  0 flla  da  roi,  ta  ea  mAshaot  1 

En  rooiant  ma  boaie, 

D'avoir  ta4  moa  canard  blano. 

Bcoli,  rooiant,  ma  boule  rooiant.— Jw/. 

7.  D’avoir  toi  mon  oanard  blue, 

En  roolaat  ma  bonle, 

Par  desaons  I'aile  11  perd  eon  eang. 
Bonli,  roalant,  ma  bonle  roalut.— i«y. 


8.  Par  deeaoDB  I'aile  il  perd  ton  aang, 

En  ronlant  ma  Iwnl®, 

Par  lee  yenx  loi  eort'nt  dee  diamante. 
Bonli,  roalant,  ma  bool®  roalut.— il</. 


9.  Par  lee  yeax  Ini  eort’nt  dee  diamante, 
En  roalant  ma  boaie. 

Et  par  le  bee  I'or  et  rargent, 

Booli,  roolaat,  ma  bool®  rooiant.— 


10.  Et  par  ie  beo  I’or  et  I'argent, 

En  roalant  me  bonle; 

Tootee  ees  plom's  e'en  vont  aa  vent 
Rooli,  roalut,  ma  bonle  rooiant.— Rf/. 


11.  Toatea  sea  plnm'e  e'en  vont  an  vent, 
En  roaiul  ma  boaie, 

Trois  dam'B  s'en  vont  lea  ramaasant 
Bim^,  rooiant,  ma  bonle  roulut.— R</. 


Trois  dam's  e'en  vont  lee  ramoesanl, 
Ed  ronlut  ma  bonle, 

O’eet  poor  en  faire  an  lit  do  »mp, 

, L wy.nla*ILfc 


O’eati  poor  en  faire  nn  lit  de  camp, 

En  roalant  me  bonle. 

Poor  y oouoher  tone  lee  paaaute, 
Rooli,  roalant.  ma  boaie  roolut.— R*r. 


MALBROUCK. 


frooch-Canadian. 


adlib.  a tempo 


rail  a tempo. 


til  • • le.  Cou  • ter.,  cou  - xe^,  cou  • i 

I . Ill 1 I L 


! - 6z  CO  8oit  Voua  A 


8. 


La  TriD.itd  ee  paase, 

Hi  toatra  la,  eto., 

La  Trinity  ae  passe, 

Malbroock  ne  revieot  pae,  l&bae. 
Madame  & sa  toor  iQpnte, 

Hi  too  tra  la.  eto., 

Madame  k sa  ^nr  moote. 

Si  baot  qu’eir  peut  mooter,  lit  bas. 
Elle  aperQoit  sod  page, 

Hi  too  tra  la,  eto. 

FiMa  apercoit  son  page 
Tout  ae  uoir  babilld,  Ik  bas. 


6.  “Been  page,  ah  I mon  besn  page, 
. Quell*  DOQvelie  apportez?” 

7.  “.^nx  nonvell’B  qne  j'opporte, 

Vos  b.-aux  yeux  voot  pteorer. 

8.  Qaittez  VOS  habits  roses, 

Et  VOS  saiioa  brocb4s. 

0.  Mnosienr  Malbrcnck  est  more^ 
Let  morl  et  enlerrd. 

10.  J’l'ai  vu  porter  lerre, 

Pur  qualre-z-officiere.'* 


MALBROUCK 


Translated  by  John  D.  Spcuce,  'sy. 

Mal'brouck  to  the  war  is  riiliug. 

Bi  too-tra-la,  Bi-too-tra-la. 

Malbrouck  to  the  war  is  riding, 

In  martial  proud  array. 

Sirraik! 

Hooray,  hooray,  hooray  I 
My  little  •maid,  charming  and  cheery. 

Hooray,  hooray,  hoorayl 
Come  let  us  dance,  come  let  us  playl 

When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 

Ri-too-tra-la,  &c. 

When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 

A-riding  back  this  wayf 

He'll  come  of  an  Easter  morning. 

Or  in  the  month  of  May. 

The  month  of  May  is  over, 

Malbrouck  is  still  away. 

SUE  MON  FERE 


Bng-lieh  VeTsion  by  JAS  EDMUND  JONES, ’88.  French- Canadian*. 


His  anxious  wife  is  glaring 
From  turrets  high  and  grey, 

She  sees  bis  page  arriving 
In  mournful  black  array. 

Oh,  tell  me,  page,  oh,  tell  me, 
What  news  you  bring  me,  pray? 

The  tidings  tbat-l  bring  you 
Will  change  your  locks  to  grey, 

Put  off  your  rich  apparel, 

And  all  your  garments  gay, 

Malbrouck  is  dead  and  buried, 

Is  dead  and  laid  away. 

Four  officers  have  borne  him 
To  rest  beneath  the  clay. 


2.  Je  n^avais  rien,  a Jtiire 

Qu/v/ne  a chercher 

3.  A present  j ai  v/ne 
Qui  me  fait  enrage 

4.  £>lle  m'envoie  a i'ouvrage 
Sa/tis  boire  et  .soais  .Tnaaiger 

6.  Qiumd  je  reviens  de  Vov/orage 
7but  mouille,  tout  glace 

6.  Je  demamde  d rm  fevime 
Si  j ‘ai  de  quoi  manger 

7.  Va/-tu  manger  du  diable, 

J*ai  ma/nge  des  pates 

8.  Les  08  sont  sous  la  table 
Si  tu  Deuse  les  ronger. 


2.  Naught  else  to  do  in'  life 
Than  seek  a ehanning  wife. 

3.  Now  have  I surely  had 

One  who  nigh  drives  me  mad. 

4.  Off  to  my  work  sent 
Sams  food  and  aliment 

5.  And  then  when,  home  I get 
Starved  quite  with  cold  and  wet. 

6.  I ask  my  wife,  so  sweet, 

Wliat  I may  have  to  eat. 

7.  "May  the  devil  that  surmise; 

I've  eaten  all  the  pies,” 

8.  “Bones  ai-e  beneath  the  table, 
Knaw  them,  if  you  are  able.” 
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LE  BRIGADIER. 


108 


Bri  • ga-dier,  Paa  • da-re, 


Toas  a-vez  r&i- 


X I*  glofre  o'Mt  ane  ooaroane 
laite  de  rose  et  de  laorier, 

J’ai  servi  V4naa  et  BeUone, 

Je  eats  dpoox  et  brigadier; 
Uaia  je  poaraois  oe  ni4ttere 
Qoi  vere  Chalt^os  goida  Jason. 
Brigadier,  r^pondit  Pacdore, 
Beadier,  toob  aves  raison. 


4.  Pb4boa  an  boat  de  ea  carri^re 
Pat  encore  ies  aperoeroir; 

Le  broodier,  de  sa  voix  fi4re, 
B^veillait  les  4oboe  da  soir: 
Je  Tois,  diMI,  le  soteil  qoi  dore 
Ces  verta  oAteaax,  & rhorieon. 
Brigadier,  r^pondit  Pandore, 
Brigadier,  toob  avez  raison. 


5.  pDiB  ilB  r4v4rent  en  Bilenoe ; 

On  n'entendit  ploo  qae  ie  pas 
Dee  obevaox  tnarehasten  cadence, 
Le  brigadier  ne  parlait  pas; 
Mais  qaaud  panit  la  pile  aorore. 
On  entendit  an  vagae  eon ; 
Brig^ier,  ripondit  Pandore,  \ 
Brigadier,  tous  avez  raison. ' 


LE  BBEOABIEB. 

Translated  by  W.  Maclennan,  in  McGill  Uni- 
versity Song  Book,  lliS6. 


Two  men-at-arms  came  ridiog  slowly 
Adown  the  green  path,  smooth  and  clear; 
One  held  the  rank  of  sergeant  lowly, 

The  other  that  of  Brigadier. 

The  Brigadier  cried,  •‘Brave  Pandore, 
liie  weather’s  line — no  signs  of  rain." 

Chorus — 

Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan, 
Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan.  pan. 

Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.  ” 

“Brigadier,”  laughing  tried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


“It  is  no  easy  matter  surely 

To  guard  the  peasant  in  his  cot, 

To  hold  the  cities  so  securely 

That  thieves  break  in  and  plunder  not; 
And  yet  the  wife  whom  1 adore 

In  safety  dwells  while  love  doth  reign." 
“Brigadier,"  smiling  said  Pandore. 
“Brigadier,  right  you  arc  again." 


“Por  Glory’s  wreath  of  fairest  flowers, 
With  rose  and  laurel  intertwined; 

For  Love  and  War,  immortal  powers, 

I live — and  cast  the  rest  behind. 

The  star  that  Jaaon  led  of  yore 
I chase  and  trust  the  prize  to  gain." 

“Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 

4 

“It  brings  bright  days  of  youth  before  me, 
That  past  now  gone  beyond  recall. 

When  Beauty  Sung  her  fetters  o’er  me, 

1 came  submissive  to  her  call. 

And  yet  the  heart  breaks  o’er  and  o’er, 
The  strongest  links  of  Cupid's  chain  ” 

“Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


As  Phoebus  hid  his  glories  under 

The  golden  clouds  that  veil  the  West, 
Our  hero  with  his  voice  of  thunder, 

Still  broke  the  evening’s  quiet  rest. 
•Tarewell,”  he  cried,  “Od  distant  shore 
Your  light  will  gild  both  hill  and  plain.” 
“Brigadier,"  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


6 

He  ceased — and  now  their  horses'  tramping 
Fell  softly  on  the  yielding  ground, 

And  save  their  iron  bridles  champing, 

They  passed  along  and  made  no  sound. 

But  when  Aurora  smiled  once  more, 

One  still  might  bear  the  faint  refrain: 
“Brigadier,”  smiling  said  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 
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CBonVB, 


EngU$h  teotiis  by  LouU  E.  Elton 
Pretty  ekylark,  winging,  singing  ale  ylark 
Pretty  skylark.  I shall  pluck  thee  now. 

I begin  to  pluck  the  head,  etc. 

Now  tht  head,  pretty  skylark. 
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_ SAIL,  SAIL,  MY  BARK  CANOE. 

-FiK.i'AF"  P.E.  SEYMOUR, ’64. 


SATL,  SAIL,  MY  DARK  CANOE. 


t.  In  the  mellow  xloamine 
Bin^  our  dinner  bell ; 

Weary  with  our  roaming, 

We  like  the  sound  full  well. 
And  when  we’ve  done  our  dining, 
In  kilmamooke  bright 
ituund  the  Sre  reclining, 

Wa  apeod  a jolly  night. 


4.  Or  should  skies  most  glorious, 
Tempt  once  more  to  stray. 
Moonbeams  dancing  o’er  us, 

Light  each  rook-bound  bay ; 
Maidens  fair,  with  eyes  of  ligbti 
Freight  our  shallops  frail ; 

And  far  beneath  the  Queen  of  Ni||b} 
We  merrily  sing  and  sail. 


AULD  LANG 

-VlOK  PAO*  *t. 

Should  auld  aoquaintanoe  be  forgot,  3. 

And  never  brought  to  min’  ? 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

'And  days  o'  lang  synp.? 

We  twa  ha’e  run  aboot  the  braee,  4. 

And  pu'd  the  gowans  floe  ; 

But  we’ve  wandered  mony  a weary  foot, 

Bln'  auld  lang  eyne. 


SYNE. 

bukns. 

We  twa  ha’e  paidl’t  i'  the  bum 
Free  momin'  sun  till  dine ; 

But  seas  between  us  braid  ha'aroated. 

Sin'  auld  laug  syne. 

Then  here’a  a hand,  my  trusty  frieu*. 

And  gie's  a hand  o'  thine  , 

And  we’ll  tak'  a oup  o'  kinduMsyet 
For  auld  laug  eyne. 


CaoROs, 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear. 
For  anid  lang  svne ; 

We'll  tiik'  a cnp  o'  kindness  yet 
r\ie  aiH(t  lang  syne. 


m 


BONNIE  DOON. 


W«r«*  by  BURNS,  1791. 


Tun*.— "Lost  IB  KV  QuiETBOUvn.’* 


THE  TARPAULIN  JACKET. 


iiodfrata  « tranquIlJo. 


l'a£  TASPADLIM  JACEEX*. 


8.  Had  I tho  wings  of  n little  dove. 

Far.  far  away  would  I tly. 

Straight  to  the  arms  of  my  true  love, 
There  would  I lay  in  utid  die. 

Choru.'i. — Wraj)  roe  up,  Ac. 

S.  Then  get  you  two  lillie  white  tomhstoneR, 
Put  them  one  at  my  head  and  my  toe. 
And  get  you  a peti-knife  unci  scratch  there 
**  Here  lies  a pour  buffer  below.'* 

tr'A«nM.-<-Wrap  me  ap.  Jto. 


4.  And  get  you  six  brandies  and  sodas, 

And  lay  them  all  out  in  a row, 

And  get  you  six  jolly  good  fellows, 

To  drink  to  this  buffer  below. 

Chorun.  Wrap  roe  up,  Ae. 

C.And  then  in  the  calm  of  the  twilight. 
When  the  soft  winds  whispering  blotr 
And  the  darkening  shadows  are  falling. 
Sometimes  think  of  tbi^bnffer  below. 

Chonu.—Wta.]}  me  up,  Jn> 
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A-ROVING. 


2.  My  Nf^noy  Dawsnn  »he  lived  there, 
Murk  well  what  I d*'  say  ; 
fihe  was  a lass  earpaseiiik  futr. 

S'le’d  bright  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair; 
And  I'll  go  110  more  a-roving 
With  you,  (air  in-tid, 

A-roving.  4o. 

X I met  her  first  when  home  from  sea, 
Mark  well  what  I do  eay  ; 

Home  from  the  coast  of  Africkee. 

Wi  h pockets  lined  with  good  monie; 
And  I'll  go  no  more  a roving 
With  you,  fair  maid. 

C/i«riii.— A-roving,  itc. 


4.  Oh  1 didn’t  I tell  her  eioriea  true, 

Mark  well  what  I do  say; 

And  didn’t  1 tell  her  whoi  pers  tool 
Of  the  sold  we  found  in  TimbQCt9o; 

And  ril  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you.  fair  maid 

C’^oru*.— A-roving,  do. 

B.  Bnt-when  we’d  epeni  my  blooming  " screw,'’ 
Mark  well  what  I do  sny; 

And  the  whole  of  the  gold  frpm  Timbu3v.X5, 
Rha  out  her  stick  and  vanished  too; 

And  I'il  go  no  more  a-rovipg 
With  you,  fair  maid, 

C/iontjT— A-roTing.  oso. 
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TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 
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ROSALIE. 
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KINGDOM  COMING. 


Word*  *tsd  Muiio  by  HENRV  C.  WORK. 


KINGDOM  COMING. 
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3.  De  darkeys  feel  so  lonesome,  libing 
In  de  log-hoQse  on  de  lawn, 

Dey  move  dsr  tinge  to  nsaeea's  parlor. 

For  to  keep  it  while  he’s  gone. 

Dar’s  wine  an'  older  in  de  kitchen, 

An’  de  darkeys  dey'll  bab  some ; 

I spose  dey'i)  all  be  corn&scated 
When  de  Linknm  eojers  come.— CAortw. 


4 De  oberset-r  be  make  ns  trouble. 

An'  be  dribe  ns  roand  a spell : 

We  look  him  up  in  de  smoke-honee  cellar, 

Wid  de  key  trown  in  de  well. 

De  whip  is  lost,  de  han'onff  broken, 

Bnt  de  masea’ll  hab  his  pay  ; 

He’s  ole  enongb,  big  enongh.  ought  to  known  better, 
Dan  to  went  an’  mn  away.— CAoriis. 


THE  TWO  ROSES. 
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CAMPING  SONG. 


m 


CAMPING  SONG. 


CHORUS,  mf 

laT&9^^>TBN0Be. 


N J 

Ik  . . . 

— 

Ju  - vi  - 

1 Bass,  m/ 

• V 

1 - le  • ra. 

Ja  - VI 

- - val  - le  - ra.  Jt 

vi 

• . val  • le 

- ral 

le-ral  - l»> 

-4- 

roH. 


4.  Thes  we  l&aooh  oar  light  bark  od  the  silvery  lake, 
That  dimples  and  breaks  into  smiles  in  oar  wake; 
While  we  sweeten  car  toil  with  a tale  or  a song, 

Or  rest  while  the  winds  waft  os  bravely  along. 

Jnvivallera,  *o. 

5.  At  night  when  the  deer  to  tl>e  thicket  hae  fled. 

And  the  soream  of  the  nighthawk  is  heard  overhead, 
We  startle  with  laughter  the  wilderness  dim, 

Or  the  forests  resoand  with  oar  evening  hymn. 
Jnvivallera,  Ae. 

5.  Then  horrah  fbr  the  north,  withite  woodsand  itahfllal 
Morrah  for  ite  rooks,  and  ite  lakes,  and  its  rUls  i 
And  long  may  its  forests  be  lovely  as  now, 

UotoQohed  by  the  axe  and  onsoathed  by  the  plow  I 
Javivallera,  Ac 
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THE  VICAR  OF  BRAY. 


Air->  t7ta  century. 
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Tfll3  Oi’  BUAY. 


And  this  is  la.w,  I will  maintain:  Un  • til  niy  dy-ing  day,  Sir,  Thai  wbat  so  - ev  . er 

J J J r I 


k When  William  was  our  Sing  declared, 
To  ease  a nation's  grievance. 

With  this  new  wind  about  I steered, 
And  swore  to  him  allegiance ; 

Old  principles  I did  revoke, 

Bet  conscience  at  a distance ; 

Passive  obedience  was  a joke, 

A jest  was  non-resistance. 

And  this  is  law,  i&c. 


5.  When  George  in  padding  time  came  o’er, 
And  moderate  men  looked  big,  sir, 

I tamed  a oat-in-a-pan  once  more, 

And  so  became  a Whig,  sir ; 

And  thus,  preferment  T procured. 

From  our  new  faith's  defender, 

And  almost  everv  day  abjured 
The  Pope  and  the  Pretender. 

And  this  is  law,  dc. 


4.  When  graoious  Anne  became  our  Queeo, 
The  Church  of  England's  glory. 
Another  face  of  things  was  seen, 

And  I became  a Tory ; 

Occasional  Conformists  base, 

I damn'd  their  moderation, 

And  thought  the  Chnrch  in  danger  was, 
By  eucb  prevarication. 

And  this  is  law.  dc. 


6.  The  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 
And  Protestant  succession, 

To  these  I do  allegianoe  swear, 

While  they  can  keep  possession—: 
For  in  my  faith  and  ioyalty 
I never  more  will  falter. 

And  George  my  lawful  King  shall  be, 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 

And  this  is  law^  do. 


THE  YOUNG  RECRUIT. 


sol  - dier  now,  Ll-.zette,  I'm  a sol  - dier  now,  Li-zette,  And  of  bat 

hrwik-ing  of  the  ' day,  At  the  break -ing  of  the  day.  And  the  trun 

fj.mo  in  store  for  me.  While  there's  fame  m store  for  me,  Think  when  hom 

. tie 

- pel 
B I 

1 

• By  permiswon  of  Mesars.  Robeit  Cocks  A Co..  London. 
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TH*  TOUHO  RECRDIT. 
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THE  IJOUNG  RECRUIT. 
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THE  TOCNG  RJSOBniT. 


MASSA’S  IN  THE  COLD  GROUND. 


Words  and  Music  by  8.  C-  P05  4'BR. 
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MA.SSA-S  IN  THJi  COLD  GROUND. 


P f- 


Where  de  i - vy  am  a • creep  • • - lag, 
Now  de  orange  tree  am  bloom  - • ing, 
can  - - not  work  before  to  - mor  - • row, 


de 

graae  - y 

nioand, 

de 

sand  - y 

shore, 

de 

tear-drop 

flow. 

1st  (ft  2nd  Voicis. 


12R 


A CAPITAL  SHIP.  » 


127 


4.  All  nautical  pride  we-laid  aside, 

And  we  ran  the  vessel  ashore 
On  the  Oalliby  Isles,  where  the  Poopoo  smiles, 
And  the  rubbly  IJbduga  roar 
And  we  sat  on  the  edge  of  n sandy  ledge, 

And  shot  at  the  whistling  bee-ee-ee ; 

And  the  cinnamon  bats  wore  waterproof  hats 
As  they  dfpped  in  the  shinv  sea. — Chorus. 


5.  On  lingbwg  bark,  from  morn  till  dark, 

We  dined  till  we  all  had  grown 
Uncommonly  shrank ; when  a Chinese  jnnk 
Came  up  from  the  Torriby  Zone. 

She  wae  ohnbby  and  square,  but  we  didn't  much  cant 
So  we  cheerily  pnt  to  sea-ee-ee ; 

And  we  left  all  the  crew  of  the  jnnk  to  chew 
On  the  bark  of  tbe  Bngbng  tree. — Chorus. 
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DRINK  TO  ME  ONLY. 


thu'-ii  that  from  the 
thou  tUere-on  didst 


soal  doth  rise,  Doth  ask 
on  • ly  breathe,  And  sent'st 


11  drink  di  • - vine., 
it  back  to  me,  . 


Bat  might  I 
Since  when  it  k'-h 


Love’s  nec  - 
and  smells. 


I would 
Not 


no  change 
self, 


J J j 


A CANADIAN  BOAT  SONG. 


THOMAS  MOORE. 


1.  Faintlv  as  tolls  the  ev'ning  chime,  Oar  voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  kee}i  time Our 

2.  Whyshoaldweyetoar  sail  un-farl  ? There  is  not  a breath  the  blue  wave  to  curl There 

3.  Ot'  ta-  wa  bide  I this  trembling  moon  Shall  s e us  float  o • ver  thy  sur  - gee  soon,. . . . Shall 


voi  • ces  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time.  Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore  look  dim,  ^^11 

is  not  a breath  the  bine  wave  to  curl.  But  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore  Oh. 

see  us  float  o - ver  thy  sur  - gee  soon.  Saint  of  this  green  isle,  hear  onr  prayer, 


k OAN^IAN  BOAT  BONO. 


m 


STARS  TREMBLING  O'ER  US. 


D.  U.ltULOCH. 


1 \ ^ \ I W p I 

braath«&otl  there'apeaoeoiitbe  deei),  Speak  not.&b,  breatheaott  tbere’apeaceon the  deep. 
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JOHNNY  SCHMOKER 


, ’J  ulb,  hit  fritTid,  JohiKV  SchmoktT,  about  the  %mrunmU  upon  which  he 

in  tht$  tong,  an  vtd  Viadu  tn^wn  UUt  nitjriena,  dttcriUv,/  the 

cav play,  and  deaenbet  thm^tn  _ \dub  advJ}.  ' theToll  0/ the  drum  i»im\laltd,  «« jm  the 

xnttrufnenu  are  aung,  I'r^and  tndivauuclly  uith  the  laJicord.  At -PHIy.  wifly,  wink,  the  lu-v/t 

ease  o/aU  the  f "5u  Me  /!uuer«mot^:^at  “Tic.  knock,  knock.  ' the  right  hand  mrikte  three 
^replacedat^i  fiojnng  fhejiit.an^l^^  6«»,  from."  Me  hand  it  moouljora^urd  and  back,  a*  ^ playy 
ZymXZiket^hiih  it  i^tai£^  crooking  both  armt  and  etriking  with  them  oganwi  the  txdeM. 
at  if  vUivina  the  bagpipe. 


S.  Johnaf  Bohmok«r,  Jobnny  Sobmokar, 
lab  kann  spieldn.  iob  kann  spielen, 
lob  kann  spiel  mein  klein  Trisnele. 

Tio  knooV  knook,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  wil  y wink,  daa  lat  mein  Fifle, 

Bab  a dob  & dttb«  das  ist  meia  Orasuaal* 


Mein  Bub  a dub  a dob.  mein  Pilly  wUIy  wink. 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle. 

4.  Jobnnv  Sohmokor  Johnny  Sohmoker. 

Ich  kann  npieten  ich  kann  aP’eiep, 

Xeh  spUi  mein  Ulaina  Trombone 
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J0HNN7  BCHMOKEa 


Bom  bom  bom,  das  let  mein  TiombocOf 
Tio  knock  knock,  daa  iat  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  daa  isi  mein  Fifie, 

Rob  a cinb  a dub,  dtks  iat  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Bub  a dab  a dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Das  iet  moiu  Trombone, 

C.  Johnny  Suhaiokei-,  Johnny  Sohmoker, 
loh  k.tnn  apielen,  toh  kann  ajnelen, 

Icb  kunn  spiel  mein  kleiiie  Cymbal. 

Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  iac  mein  Cymbal, 

Bom  bom  bom.  daa  ist  mein  Trombone, 

Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Trianute, 

Piily  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fitie, 

Rub  a dnb  a deb,  das  ist  mein  Brnmmel. 

Mein  Uub  a dnb  a dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Main  Tic  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom. 
Mein  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  CymiMl. 

6.  Johnny  Sohmoker,  Johnny  Sobmoker, 
loh  kann  apielen,  iob  kann  spielen, 
loh  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Viol. 

Fal  lal  lal,  das  ist  mein  Viol, 

Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  iat  mein  Cymbal, 


Bom  bom  bom,  das  iat  mein  Trombone, 

Tio  knock  knock,  d&s  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fifle, 

Rub  a dub  a dub,  das  ist  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Rub  a dub  a dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  boro, 
Mein  Zoom  .zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  lal  lul, 

Das  jet  mein  Viol. 

7.  Johnny  Bchmoker,  Johnny  Sohmoker, 

Icb  kann  spielen,  ioh  kunn  spielen, 

Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Toodle-Saob. 

Whack  whack  whack,  das  iat  mein  Toodlo-Sath, 
Fai  al  lal.  das  ist  mein  Viol, 

Z(X>m  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 

Bom  bom  bom,  das  ist  mein  Trombone, 

Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fifie, 

Rub  a dub  a dnb,  das  ist  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Rub  a dob  a dub,  mein  Piliy  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  mein  bom  bom. 
Mein  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  ial 
Mein  Whack  wbaok  whack, 

Daa  ist  mein  Toodle-Sach. 


yP  IST&SirD  TlMOB. 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL. 


^ 

I.  How  can  I bear  to 
3.  Ne'er  more  may  I be -hold  thee, 
S.  I think  o(  thee  with  long  • ing, 

P ^ •=^ 

laT&SfmB&ss. 


One  part  - ing  kiss  I give  thee ; And 

Or  lo  this  heart  en  - fold  thee ; With 

Ibink  tboQ,  when  tears  are  throne-ing,  ^Kltat 

P -=  


r-rr 
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HERE’S  TO  THE  MAIDEN. 
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REVELRY  OF  THE  DYING. 

%7Htt«a  br  • Britisb  offloerlaIn>1i&,  At  •time  vhuo  the  pl&guewM hourly  awMoiog off  bis  «omD«alon>.  He  diu  AOi 
l*OB#urTiTehr8wonderfulpro.iuct(otf.  , 


.—  ‘AwAr  WITH  MBLAMCHOtr'* 


1 

K 

1.  We  mwt  'neatli  the  somid  - iiig  ref 

-m-  i»-  -f-  -f- 

ter.  And 

■f-  -f- 

the  walla  .a  - round  t 

^ 1 

r~  - F--- 

i.  Not  a eit<h  for  tbo  tot  Ibat  durklen  ; 

Not  a tear  for  the  friende  that  sink 
We'D  fall  'midst  the  moe-ciip'^  sparklet, 
As  mate  as  the  wtoe  we  drink. 

So  stand  to  yoar  slasses.  steady  1 
'TU  this  that  respite  bays  ; 

One  cap  to  ihe  dead  already  : 

Hnrrah  I for  the  next  that  dies. 

8.  There's  a mist  on  the  class  concealing  ; 
'Tis  the  hurricane’s  fiery  breath  : 

And  Urns  does  tho  warmth  of  feeling 
Turn  ioo  in  the  grasp  of  death- 
Hoi  stand  to  yoar  glasses,  steady  I 
For  a moment  the  vapoor  Hies  > 

A OQp  to  the  dead  already , 

Harrah ! for  the  next  that  dies. 


4.  Who  dix-nda  in  the  dost  retnruiugt 
Who  shrinks  from  the  sable  shonT 
' Where  the  high  and  haughty  yearning 
Of  tho  <3001  shall  sting  no  more. 

Ho ! stand  In  your  (ilaases.  steady  1 
The  wnrld  is  a world  nf  lies  ; 

A Clip  tn  the  dead  already; 

Huimii for  the  next  that  dies. 

6.  Cat  off  from  tho  hind  that  bore  as, 
Betrayed  by  the  land  we  find, 

Where  the  brightest  have  gone  before  at. 
And  the  dallsat  remain  behind. 

Stand  ' stand  to  yoar  glasses,  steady  1 
'Tie  all  we  have  left  to  prise , 

A cup  to  the  dead  already, 

And  hurrah  1 for  the  next  that  die*. 
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Word*  by  B.  UORTON  JONES 
AUeifreti^.  p 


AWAY,  AWAY.  AWAY  I 


Adapts  ttfim  DE  BERIOT. 


,.  Air  • i - ly  doat  we  with  gen  Ue  swing,  Ooto'ertbe  waU'm  viir  voi  • ces  rin^; 

. Oat  o'er  the  waters  with  dip  • ping  blade,  By  thoaghts  of  the  nior-rowuu  • dis-muyed, 
Bipples  of  laagbteroorplea-sare  tell,  "fis  sweeter  than  rambling  by  wood  aud  {fell, 


Joy-fol  • ly,  sweet  - ly,  we  sing,  we  sing,  A - way  I 

Sorrow  and  sad  • ness  a • side  are  laid,  A - way  ! 

Gaily  to  ride  o’er  the  heav  • ing  swell,  A - ^ 


a - way ! a - - way  1 

a • way  I a • . way ! 

- way ! a - - wav  I 

‘ A- 


rit 

^ anlmato.  1 lb  1 ^ 

1 4 1 flJ^I — *1 — = — 4-4-1. 

A - way,  a - way,  o’er  the  wa  • ters  clear,  A • way,  a • way,  a - way  1 Where  the 

1 +!• -g-  ^ T*-  m. 

I ■'  ' U : U ' 1 

^ 1 II 

^ I U"  ' ■ ' ww' 

■fi"  w 

moon  • light  streams  in  ra  - diant  beams,  Glim-mer'ing  far  and  near ). .. 

and  near 


AURA  LEE. 


AUBA  liEE. 
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rSE  GWINB  BACK  TO  DIXIE. 


AToCtM/M*. 


C.  A.  WHITB. 


i(wine  bftck  to  Dix  - ie. 


> ' i"^s: 

tfwine  b&ok  to  Dix  • li;,  I'mc 


'i-1! 


J 


.k<  •■  >/.. 


lar 


1‘8&  OWWE  BACK  TO  DIXIE. 


STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 

Iw  Ci  SJfo  Tewoiu 


A»mog  at  VALE* 

— e>_i , 

53EEE8j 


1.  Stura 

iHT&SynBADR.  I 


of  the  eum  • iner  iiUht, 


I • sore  deepe, 

I ^ I 


' OrfnAeyo/.-l/l<t& 


IL  Moon  of  tba  enoimer  nigbt, 

Far  down  yon  western  steeps, 
Sink,  Bilik  in  silver  li»;lit: 

She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps. 

t.  Wind  uf  the  summer  i it;bt, 

Wlmre  von  ler  w«>odbine  oroeps 
Fold,  (ill  I y<nir  piiiioaa  liitht; 
She  sleeps,  my  lady  eleepa. 

A Dream*,  of  the  snmmer  night, 
Tell  her  lior  lover  kee|« 

Watch,  while  In  shnnlwr  light 
She  steeps,  my  lady  sleepe. 
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AUP  XVIEDERSEHN. 


S.  Should  some  loved  friend  a Sower  send, 
A violet  or  roeS’bad  pore, 

Of  this  be  sore, — 

. Tho'  in  thy  room  at  mom  it  bloom, 
'Twill  wither  ere  tbe  night  winds  blow, 
Yea ! that  I know. 


B.  Should  Love’s  glad  ravs  illume  thy  days^ 
And  there  be  one  U>  Ihre  more  fair 
Than  jewels  rare; 

She  oannot  stav  with  thee  alway. 

But  far  toi^niokly  yoti  must  part, 

Wish  aohiiig  heart. 
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AUP  WIEDERSEHN. 


HO 


■>  v 


A HOME  BY  TEE  SEA. 
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A.  HOHB  BY  THE  SEA. 


rVE  LOST  MY  DOGGY. 


Co»  dolore, 
Tbsoiih  / 


V0  1 

}st  my  dog  - 

y.  vr 

o'b  s 

en  my  bow  • wow  ? 

^ f*  *•  " 

i — x"  ^ 

I I .LBb 
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BLClOH.BlDfiB’B  SERENADE. 


lii(  UB  a-way,  away,  away,  O let  as  away,  away,  away,  Where  sUv’ty  mooDbeams  play 


9.  A thoQBaod  ayes  from  oat  the  skies 
Will  ({ive  as  greeting  kind  ; 

With  diamonds  bright  to  reflect  their  light, 
Oar  pathway  sball  be  lined. 

As  swift  as  the  coarse  of  a bird  in  air, 

Oar  flight,  oar  flight  shall  be ; 

Then  come  away,  my  lady  fair, 

4way,  away  with  me. 

Ohotvt. — O let  os  away,  etc. 


3.  Night's  goddess  now  about  her  brow 
A misty  halo  wears ; 

A token  to  show  that  soon  the  snow 
Will  melt  in  rainy  tears. 

Ere  ever  the  olonds  shall  gather  there. 
Or  shining  boars  shall  flee, 

0 haste  away,  my  lady  fair, 

Away,  away  with  me. 

Chonu.—O  let  os  away,  etc. 


EULALIE. 


sil  • ver  light  Fades  from  the  west ; 
die  • tant  hills  Kiss  gold  • en  skies ; 

twi  • light  gleams  Night's  star  • ry  throng 


Bat 

ne  • ver  more 

will 

1 

Bot 

ne  - ver  more 

will 

I 

Bat 

ne  • ver  more 

will 

I 

Watch  keep  for  thee, 
Wait  here  for  thee, 
tjist  here  for  thee, 


With  her  I lov’d  so  well,  Sweet  Eo  - la  • lie. 

With  her  I lov’d  so  well,  Sweet  Eo  - ja  • 1». 

With  her  I lov’d  so  well,  Sweet  Eo  - la  • he. 


LULLABY  OF  THE  IROQUOIS. 


tf.  By  permission  qf  the  publishers  qf'‘Flint  & Feather !' 
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Vbi  ■ ■ j w — L.  j t K I 1 , u - 1 

watch  the  camp  fire  and  the 
night  owl  calls  from  his 

cur-1  ing  grey  smdee,  Bu 
haunt  on  the  hill,  A- 

oh  for  yourpret-ty  black 
’ar  the  fox  barks  A - 

eyes  sleep  is  best, 
far  the  stars  peep, 

f i i 

, pi  ♦ 



Lit  * tie  brown  ba-  by  of  mine,  go  to  rest. 


r r '1  1 II 

J 

J 1 

' ^ — r — 

9=^ 

J).S. 

FAE  AWAY  IN  THE  SOUTH. 

Melody  in  2d  Thitor. 


JTT 

^ t Skr  a - way  in  the  South  a-  mong  the  cot -ton  fields, 

(Where  the  inae  - no-  Ha  blooms  a-round  the  ca-bin  door,  , 

, T j ■ There’s  a place  where  I 

^ come  a-gaiQ  those  hap  • py  child-hooo  hours, 

(In  that  South- land  so  fair  I see  a-gain  the  flow’r 

J J^J.  i>.  i!  i > ^ i J\  J_ 


§1 


ev-erlong  to  be  Give  me  a home  in  the  dear  old  South, Fbr  fond-ly  I love  it  still; 

J JliJ  Jli  J J J 


I will  sigh  night  and  day,  I long  to  see  a'gain  ily  old  ca-bin  home  a-nioog  the  hills 

J M JlJ.  J J 
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TRABLING  BACK  TO  GEORGIA 

CompanloD  Song  to  “OLD  BLACK  JOE.” 

Words  by  ARTHUR  H.JFBENCH.  Music  by  CHAS  D BLAKE. 


H7 


2. 

I’60  trabling:  back  to  Geot^a, 

The  place  where  I stag  born, 

Amoog*  tli^  ftelde  of  cotton, 

The  sugar  cane  and  corn. 

So  happy  with  ole  Massa, 

• A-living  in  the  lane, 

To  see  de  ole  plantation, 

I’se  tvabling  back  again. 

4. 


3. 

lb  live  and  die  in  Geoigia, 

Dat’s  good  enough  for  me; 

Fll  hoe  the  com  and  cotton, 

And  oh!  so  happy  be; 

I’ll  bunt  the  coon'  and  possum, 
And  dance  and  sing  and  play, 
And  when  I once  get  back  there, 
I'll  never  come  away! 


I’ae  trabling  back  to  Weorgia, 
lb  tee  the  darkies  there; 

And  see  my  ole  Aunt  Dinah, 

Oh,  golly,-Won’t  she  stare! 

We’ll  dance  all  night  till  morning, 

By  the  batyo^s  sweet  reftain,  ♦. 

And  have  a celebratibn,  ' 

When. I get  back  again! 
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TRUE  LOVE 

— I ! 


Trualmtloo  bjr  J.  D.  8PBNCB, 


. Ah  f can  it  tra  - ly  be.  That  I must  pari  from  thee  ? Dear  • er  art 


0 

S S 1 J . i 1 F'  &-■- 

tho 

u 

to 

ne 

Than  all  be  - side.  'J  hou  bust  this  soul  of  mine 

— F ^ i i ~i~^r  r 

— 

? — 

1 1 

Bo  olose  • ly  koit  to  thine,  I know  no  o - ther  love  Than  thine  a - lone. 


3.  Bine  the  forget-me-not, 
Emblem  of  eonetanoy ; 

Olose  press  it  to  thy  lireast, 
And  think  of  me. 

Thongh  flower  and  hope  decay, 
Rich  we  in  love  alway : 

My  heart's  deep  love  for  thee 
Never  oan  die. 


8,  Were  I a bird,  on  high 
Far  Ihrongh  the  sir  l*d  fly; 

No  hawk  ahoold  dannt  me  then. 

Winging  to  thee. 

Btmok  by  the  hnntsman’e  dart, 
Sinking  npon  thy  heart, 

There,  shonld’sl  ihon  weep  for  ii 
Fain  would  1 die. 


VE  SHEPHERDS  TELL  ME. 


Zar9h«tU. 


HAZZINOai. 


Voio». 


PlUfO.'* 


1.  Ye  shop  • herds 
3.  A wreath  a - 


tell  me.  tell  me  have  y'ja  sren, 

ronod  her  head,  a-round  her  head  she  wore,  Uai- 
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TB  8HEPHEBD3  TELL  ME. 


Have  yon  seen,  tell  me 


My  Flo  • ra  |)aea  this  way  ; 


Shop  • • • herd*, 


seen,  have  yoo  • 


Have  yon  Been,  tell  me 
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re  SHEPHERDS  TELL  ME. 


PEANUT  SONG 


2.  Oh  I all  you  fellows  that  have  sherry  ohickeii)  and  give  your  neighbor  cods  etc. 

3.  Oh!  all  you  fellows  that  have  pickled  perRmunons,  and  g’ive  your  ntdghbor  Done  etc. 

4.  Oh!  all  you  fello\vs  that  have  hucfeleberry  Jiot-pie, and g'ive  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

5 . Ob ! all  you  fellows  that  have  soft,  sweet  soda  crackers,  and  give  your  ntagbbor  none  etc. 

6.  Oh  I all  you  fellows  that  have  nice, sour  Mesffloa  oranges,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  ^c. 

7.  Oh!  all  you  fellows  that  have  Mrs  Winslow’s  soothing  syrup,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

8.  Ohl  all  you  fellows  that  have  ripe, rich, red  strawberry  shortcake,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 
ft;  Oh  1 all  yoxi  fellows  that  have  California  clam  phow’der  and  oysters  on  the  balf-sfaell,  and  give  your 

neighbor  none, etc. 

Spokem  — Not  if  I knows  myself. 
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RECESSIONAL. 


JAMES  EDMUND  JONES, ’88. 


Beware  lest  thou  Jbrget  the  Lord  God.  DEIUT.viii.il. 


inf  J.God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 
Lord  of  our  far.flun^  battle  line, 
Beneath  Whose  awful  hand  we  hold 
Dominion  over  palm  and  pine: 

V Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 

mp'Z.Tbft  tumult  and  the  shouting  dies; 
The  captains  and  the  kings  depart; 
Still  stands  Thine  ancient  sacrifice, 
An  humble  and  a contrite  heart: 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


mpS.Vbr  called, our  navies  melt  away, 

On  dune  and  and  headland  sinks  the  fire; 
Lo,  all  Our  pomp  of  yesterday 
Is  one  with  Nineveh  and  T^rei 
P Judge  of  the  nations,  spare  us  yet. 

Lest  we  forget,  les't  we  forget. 

mp  4. If,  drimk  with  sight  of  power,  we  loose 

Wild  tongTies  that  have  not  Thee  in  awe. 
Such  boastings  as  the  Gentiles  Mse, 

Or  lesser  breeds  without  the  law. 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet. 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


mp  h.Ebr  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  reeking  tube  and  iron  shard; 

All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 

And  guarding  call  not  Thee  to  guard: 

P Ebr  frantic  boast  and  foolisl*  word, 

Thy  mercy  on  Thy  people,  Lord.  Amen. 

Rudyard  Kipling,  1897. 

These  words,  here  inserted  by  permission  of  the  author,  first  appeared  in  7HmeSj3*i]y  17,  1897. 
They  also  appeared  aa  the  Recessional’  in  Kipling’s  Mve  NationSj  1903.  The  allusicsis  in  the  hymn  are 
to  the  incidents  in  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  Queen  Victoria,  and  especially  to  the  Procession  and  the  Naval 
Review. 
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BRIDGET  DONAHUE. 

llaaicby  A.  S.J08S£Lyt4. 


IBB 


HALLI- HALLO. 


8. 1,  tbongb  withoQt  a aiokel, 

My  dainty  palate  tiokle 

With  wine  and  good  blaok  bread. 
Vy  fragrant  pipe  burns  brightly, 

Aa,  stepping  forward  lightly. 

The  dow'ry  heath  i tread. 


4,  Thas,  in  the  fields  abiding, 

Or  through  the  forest  striding, 

I pass  the  livelong  day, 

And  while  my  hours  are  fleeting 
Like  seoonda  swift  retreating. 

I through  the  green-wood  stray. 


5.  And  now  the  son  is  sinking. 

Kow  stars  through  mists  are  blinking ; 

Thus  one  more  day  slips  by  ; 

8o  home  again  returning, 

Where  cheerful  hearth  is  burning. 

A Jolly  hnntsman  I. 


16« 


ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  YANG-TSEE-KIANG.* 


6,  'He  took  aapHgof  tea  an'lsajil, ‘Will  yon  carry  thiaforstb. 

And  tell  poor  Polly  where  it  eprang,  sprang?  ' 

And  this  was  all  he  said, when  his  head  it  dropped  like  lead. 

On  the  banks  of  the  yang>Ynng-Yang>tsep-hiang, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang^tsee-kiang. 

6.  "Now  will  yon  take  from  me  this  little  eprigof  tea? 

’Twas  on  nill'e  grave  that  it  sprang,  sprang, 

Yoa  may  have  it  if  you  will,  as  a souvenir  of  Bill, 

From  the  hanks  of  the  Yang>Yang-YBng4see-kiang, 

From  the  bunks  of  tbe  Yang-tseS'kiang." 

7.  •'My  soldier  boy."  said  I,  " do  yoa  see  any  green  in  n»y  eyet 

Pray  excuse  me  the  nse  of  elang,  slang. 

For  I'm  your  Polly  Hill,  and  yoa’re  my  lover  Bill, 

Prom  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang 
From  the  banks  of  the  Yang-toee-kion^.’’ 

• 'I'Uc'wovd*  are.tikea  fmin  “Thi-  Life  of  u Poo!ll«h  Probationer  " by  James  Buowx.  by  pi  PinlMion  »f  Jaiiks  Maoi,Buos*  < eo;ib 
FublUhera,  OlBSftonr. 
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PETER  GRAY. 


AmdmHU, 


t.'tfow  Peter  Or8>y  be  tell  in  love,  all  with  a nice  young  girl. 

The  first  throe  letters  of  her  name  wore  L-U-C.  Anna  Qoirl. — Cho. 

8.  But  jnet  as  they  were  going  to  wed,  her  papa  he  said  “ No !” 

And  ooBsequontly  she  was  sent  away  off  to  Ohio.  — C/w. 

4.  And  Peter  Gray  he  went  to  trade  for  fnrs  and  other  skins, 

Till  he  was  caught  and  scalp  • y -ed  by  the  bloody  Indians. — Cho. 

8.  When  Imoy  Anns  hoard  the  news,  she  straightway  took  to  bed. 
And'  never  did  get  up  again  nntil  she  di  • i - ed. — Cho, 


1B8 


OVER  THE  BILLOWS  AFAR! 

■WbrdB  by  A.E  SABQENT,  Musio  by  CHAIILES  B.  PBAIT. 


^ , Con  Spirito.  III  i i— i • 

fcresc. 

tvi  1 rr*ir-f 
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TOBACK 


Translated  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE  89* 


1 h pq  h N 1 K K i K h K 1 

tt  -a — h ■ — J—j — iJ — =H — J J Ji — — ji— j — JM 

^ 1.  Ho! 

2.  To  - 

3.  “A 

py,,  . -r 

jol  - ly  com-  rades,  o 

)ac  - oo’s  so  - lace 

’ig  for  La  - tin! 

rowd  a - round;  With 
nev  - er  fails:  'Ih© 
Bet  - ter  far”  The 

1 18=4— 

aught-er  let  the 
beg^-  gar  or  the 
stu  - dent  cries,  “a 

H — 1 — 1 — m 

p 

i * Ji  i = 

walls  re  - sound;  The 
Prince  of  Wales  A - 
good  ci-  gar.”  Can-r 

light  •we’ll  pass  With 
ike  be  guiles  His  n 
on  and  ball  Are 

jo- vial  glass  And 
ood  to  smiles'^th 
s'anquished  all  By 

pip 

Co 

CO 

©8  of  good  To  - 
cn-fort  - ing  To  • 
n-quer-ing  To  - 

"J  j 1 

lack! 

back! 

lack! 

■M  j 3: 

CHORUS. 


back — To  - back,  back, back, To  * back, back, back, And  pipes  of  good  To -back, 

back — To  - back,  back, back,  To  - back,  back, back, 'With  com-fort-ing  To-baok. 

back.—.  To  - back,  back, bade,  To  - back,  back, back,  By  coQ_^quer-iag  To -back. 
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4. 

I'he  youngster,  for  the  weed  unripe, 
Steals  on  the  ely  his  fathers  pipe; 

Behind  the  shed 
In  fear  and  dread 
Be  tries  to  like  tobackt 
CHOBXJS:-  Tobaokyback,  back,  etc. 

5. 

The  g'affer,  toothless,  grim  and  old, 
Whose  gums  refbse  the  pipe  to  hold; 

The  stem  will  wind 
With  yarn  and  bind 
It  fast,  and  smoke  Toback! 

CHORUS;-  Toback , back,  back,  etc. 

6. 

The  copper  on  his  lonely  beat, 

Smokes  as  he  tramps  the  midnight  Street; 
His  short  pipe  glows 
Beneath  his  nose, 

And  warms  it  with  Toback!- 
CHORUS;-  Toback, back, back,  etc. 

7. 

The  cripple  with  a wooden  leg 
The  weed  will  borrow,  buy  or  beg; 

The  pipe  he  ffrips 
Between  hie  Ups 
And  smokes  and  smokes  Toback! 

CHORUS:- Toback, back, back,  etc. 


s. 

The  noble  red  man,  out  for  hair, 

Will  everlasting  friendship  swear; 

In  pipes  of  peace, 

His  wranglings  cease, 

And  so  he  smokes  Toback! 

CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 

9.  , 

The  western  man,  thats  worn  and  grim, 
Thinks  life  has  little  charm  for  him, 
Forgets  his  ills 
Whene’er  he  fills 
His  corncob  with  Toback! 

CHORUS;-  Toback, back,  back,  etc. 

10. 

The  polished  Frenchman,  fashion’s  pet, 
Will  only  risk  a cigarette; 

He  knows  it  is 
A serious  biz 

For  him  to  smoke  Toback! 

CHORUS;-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 

11. 

The  labouring  son  of  Erin’s  Isle, 

Looks  from  fai's  drain  with  broadening  smile; 
The  brief  dhudeen 
His  Ups  between, 

Is  filled  with  rank  Toback! 

CHORUS:-  Toback, back,  back,  etc. 


So  comrades,  all  the  world  around 
The  good  old  weed  is  ever  found; 
So  let  us  pass 
The  jovial  glass, 

And  burn  our  good  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 


who’s  the  best  man  in  this  town? 

Tune*' Bonnie  Laddie,  Hiehland  Laddie!’ 


To  the  North! 


Ifi2 


Word*  by  John  D.  Spbncb  Music  by  Jab.  EDUtmo  Jombs 


grow.  To  the  North  1 to  the  North,  we  go  1 To  the 


1«3 


TO  the  north. 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


Ift4 


IftS 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


To  the  North,  where  thefresh  winds  blow. 

3.  Who  longs  for  dainties  rich  and  rare, 

For  cooling  wines  and  liqueurs  hot,  — > 
That  once  has  known  the  s'mpler  fare 
That  fills  the  camper's  generous  pot? 
To  the  North  I to  the  North  we  go  I 
To  the  Northr  where  the  black  bass  grow 


To  the  North,  from  the  debts  we  owe. 

Let  others  sail  the  sluggish  streams 
Tnat  murmur  through  the  quiet  night 
Give  us  the  glorious  sun,  that  gleams 
On  curving  green aud  foaming  whitel 
To  the  NorthI  to  the  North  we  go! 

To  the  North,  where  the  torrents  flow. 


6.  So,  till  with  age  our  spirits  flag, 

And  hearts  beat  fainter,  year  by  year, 
The  North  shall  fling  from  crag  to  crag 
The  echo  of  our  boisterous  cheer. 

To  the  NorthI  to  the  North  wo  go  I 
To  the  North,  to  the  North,  Yo  hoi 
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GLORY  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD; 


THE  CELEBRATED  CHORUS  OF  SOLOIEin  IN  “FAWT.  * 
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OLOBX  LOVB  TO  THE  HEN  OF  OLD. 
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OLOBT  AH£>  LOV£  TO  IB£  MEN  OE  OX*D. 
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AVb  I/OVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 
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RAILING  ACBOSS  THE  BEA. 


170 


fiAILXKa  ACBOSS  IBB  BBA. 


BREATHE  SOFT,  YE  WINDS. 


Wn,LlAU  PAZTOM.  qH, 
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THE  TROOPEB. 

Translated  from  the  German  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE  ’89.  w.  LYRA. 


8. 

A second--  quioki  To  Freedom  now 
My  love,  my  lift,  my  sword  I vow, 

On  this  strong*  arm  relying*. 

What  claims  the  rest?  The  dreg's  to  thee 
I drain  O Empire  grand  and  free, 
Ere  dying,  ere  dyingl 


4. 

My  8weetheart!-.but  the  glass  is  dry. 
The  swords  are  out— .the  bullets  fly! 

No  time  for  love  or  sighing. 

Up!  Like  a whirlwind  on  the  foe! 
Oh,  soldier  joy!  at  dawn  to  go 
To  dying,  to  dying! 
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PAl^iEWELL. 


TnatUdoD  by  P.  J.  DAVIDSON,  AnOmmHt 


S,  flhaP  I thea  my  whole  life  through 
lioeve  my  hopee  behind  me  ? 
Xd  stre&ge  Umda  eo  far  from  yoa 
Joy  can  never  And  me. 
if  Tve  ever  grieved  yon,  sweet, 
Perdon,  1 am  at  yonr  feel. 

Love  end  eoesraw  bind  ase. 


4,  Vaney  It  a sigh  from  me, 

If  the  breem  bntkise  von, 
Prom  aoroas  the  saodering  eea 
Oome  to  tell  I mies  yon ; 
Btopee  are  past  that  were  to  be 
8H11  my  sonl  ie  yearning— 
Is  there  no  retnraingt 
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DIQGY-DADDY,  HEAR  HIM  WEEP. 


180 


THE  OLD  RED  CRADLE. 


181 


2.  By  its  side  father  paused,  with  a littlertime  to  spare, 

Aud  the  care  lines  twuld  soften  on  his  brow; 

Ah!  *twus  but  a little  while  that  I knew  a fatheris  care, 

But  I fancy  in  my  dreams  I see  him  now. 

And  if  e\»r  there  came  a day  when  my  cheeks  were  flushed  and  hot, 
When  I did  not  mind  my  porridge  or  my  play, 

I would  clamber  up  its  side,  and  the  pain  would  be  forgot,. 

When  the  old  red  cradle  rooked  away. 

0.  Ayl  it  cradled  one  and  all,  brokers,  sisters  in  it  lay, 

And  it  gu\0  me  the  sweetest  rest  iSw  knownj 
But  tomight  the  tears  will  flow,  and  I let  them  have  their  way, 

Pbr  the  passing  years  are  leaving  me  alone. 

By  my  mother  it  was  rocked  when  the  evening  meal  w'as  laid, 

And  again  I seem  to  see  her  as  she  smiled; 

When  the  rest  were  all  in  bed.’twas  then  she  knelt  and  pi-ayed. 

By  the  old  red  cradle  and  her  child. 

4.  But  the  cradle  long  has  gone,  and  the  burdens  that  it  bore  • 

One  by  one  have  been  gathered  to  the  fold; 

But  the  flock  is  incomplete  for  it  numbers  only  four, 

With  a dear  one  now  left  straying  in  tt»e  cold.. 

Heaven  grant  again  we  may  in  each  others  arms  be  looked. 

Where  no  bitter  tears  of  parting  ever  fell, 

God  forbid  that  one  be  lost  that  the  old  red  oradie-pofiked, 

Jbr  that  dear  old  cradle  rocked  us  all. 


The  Old  Aed  Cradle. 2 
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THE  TRAIL  OP  MY  LITTLE  CANOE 


Words  by 

ARTHUR  GXnTERMAN. 


Music  by 

JAS.  EDMUND  JONES,’ 


t83 


Thu  Trail  or  My  Little  Canoe. 2 
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MY  HOMES  ON  THE  BOUNDLESS  SEA 
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So  be  did. 


2.  Now  there  oatne  to  thiB  ialaad  £rom  over  tbe^main 

A laudable  miBsiooaree, 

His  weight,  was  three  bucdred.and  forty-three,  pounds, 
And  biB  paunch  and  jowls  and.  his  tonsure  were  round, 
And  be  left  a mark  where  he  sat  on  the  ground. 

'Twas  a ourious  si^t  to  see. 

Ebr  he  left  a mark  on  the  ground  where,  he  sat, 

Just  two  and  a half  feet  by  three. 

3.  Now  the  moral  of  the  song  that  I’m  trying  .to  sing 

You  soon  will  be  able  to  see, 

Ebr  the  Christian  prowd  docile  and  teachable  quite, 

He  learned  of  the  heathen  the  thing  that  was  right, 
And  one  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  oannibalee. 

And  one  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  cannibalee. 


Oannibalee.  2 
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THE  WATERffllLON. 


Arr.  by  T.  MARTENS. 


IdO 


ALL’S  WELL- 

Woi-ds  by  JOHN  OXBNHAM*  Music  by  JA8  EDMUND  JONE9’88 
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he’s  a good  old  sohl. 


Arr.from  air  of  “Turkey  in  the  Straw” 


Old  T,  * Y,  - J,  - is  a pood  old  soul,  Old  T,  * - Y,-  J,  - is  a 
He  wouldn’t  let  us  dance,Andbe  wouldijt  letus  sinp,Aiidbe  would^t  let  us  do  a 


good'  old  soul,  Old  T,  Y>  J,  is  a good  old  soul, 

sin  - gle  thing,  But  just  the  same  he’s  a 


THE  TIME  HAS  COMB. 

Verses  may've  improvised  for  the  tune  of^Tke  Boots/’  Rige  37.  Bshert  Tyson  of  Toronto, 
the  veteran  ca/noeist  and_8port,  contributes  the  fbllowing:- 


1. 

The  . meeting  time  has  come, 

The.  men  sit  round,  tiie  table 
The  Chairman  takes  his  seat, 

Keeps-order  if  he’s.  able. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  ttie  meeting  time  has  come. 
Order,  order,  tra  la  la  la-eto. 

The  meeting  time  has  come. 

1 hear  the  knock,  the  knock,  the  knock, 

The  thunderous  knock  of  “the  chair,” 

Fra  Oiavolo,  the  Chairman  etc. 

“Order  if  you  please.” 

2. 

The  smoking  tii^  has  oome,- 

Its  ^aceful  moments  bringing, 
We’ll  light  the  briar  pipe, 

. And  listen  to  the  singing, 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  smoking  time  has  come; 
Smoking,  smoking,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  smoking  time  has  come. 

I smell  the  pipe,  the  pipe, 

The'plpe,  the  p-p-p-p-p-p-pipe 
Fra,  Diavolo  the  briar  pipe, 

Canoemen  all  do  smoke. 


3. 

The  sailing  time  has,  come, 

A pleasant  .winfl’  is  blowing, 
^^th  canvas  hoisted'full, 

Like  stately  ships  we’re  going 
Hurrah, -hurrah,  the  sailing  time  has  come, 
-Sailing,  sailing,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  sailing  time  has  oeme. 

I feel  the  breeze, Oie  breeze,  the  breeze, 
The  8«jually  old  northerly  breeze, 

Fra  Diavolo,  the  squally  breeze, 

Coming  from  dte  north. 

4. 

The  paddling  time  has  come, 

The  peaceful- .Bay  is  shining 
While  robed-ia  gorgeous  clouds. 

The  Western  sun's  declining, 

^rrah,  hurrah,  the  paddling  time  has  come. 
Phddling,  paddling,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  paddling  time  has  come. 

I hear  the  puff,  the  puff, 

The  p-p'p-p-puff 
Fra  Oiavolo  the  ferry  boat. 

Puffing  down  the  Bay. 
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I CAmOV  HELP  WINKING  MY  BYE. 


Words  & Music  by  G.W  B.  FIEtD. 


l.Now  wink-ingwitb  me  is  a prac-tioe  That  al-most  a-mounts  to  a 

Z.I^ow  wbeu  I am  told  by  a la  • dy  That  men  are  the  bane  of  her 

d.  My  teach*ei]}  at  school  wsis  a la  ^ dy  As  fair  as  the  flow-ers  you 


ii  rr 

n$r 

^ 1 

CHORUS 


cuse  me, 


f~rrr 


eye,  with 


4.  Now  Bet^  the  cook  in  oxir  kitchen 
Is.aa  buxom  and  fair  as  a rose; 

She  says  that  ail  men  are  a nuisance 
And  that  she  oould  bite  off  their  nose. 


Yet  one  day  Nvhen  I dropped  in  th^  kitchen 
She  was  kissing  a chap.on  the  sly; 

She  might  have  been  biting  ^Is  nose  off, 
Yet  I oouldn^  help  .winking  my  eye. 

Yes,  I know,  etc. 


WHEN  JOHNNY  COMES  MARCHING  HOME 

By  Louis  Lambert. 

Same  tune  as  “The  Three  Crows/'  (Page  81) 


1,  When  Johimy  comes  marching 
home  again, 

(Cho.)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

We’U  give  him  a hearty  welcome 
then, 

(CSio.)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will 
shout, 

The  ladies,  they  will  all  turn  out, 

(Cho.)  And  we'll  all  feel  gay. 

When  Johnny  comes  marching 
home. 

{TtviceJ 


2.  The  old  church  bell  will  peal  with 

joy, 

To  welcome  home  our  darling  boy ; 
The  vilhige  lads  and  lassies  say 
With  roses  they  will  strew  the  way. 

3.  Get  ready  for  the  jubilee; 

We’ll  give  the  hero  three  times 

thr^. 

The  laurel  wreath  is  ready  now 
To  place  upon  his  loyal  brow. 

4.  Let  love  and  friendship  on  that  day 
Their  choicest  treasures  then  dis- 

^ ...  -4. 

And  let  each  one  perform  his  part, 
To  fill  with  joy  the  warrior’s  heart 


I»4  . 


PAST  AND  FAR;  A CANOEING  SONG 


\ - 1 1 I 1 1 ] M 

L II 'j-  rd  * d \ 
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2.  See  how  from  the 

1 through  the 
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OVER  THE  BAiaSTER. 

YALE  SOm 


^'4,,  'fLfI  fl 


p 


-W 


'•  I 

- ^ . WMle..  be.-  low  her  with  ten  - der  grrace,  He 

ing*  Qaze.ool  the  loro-li  • est  face  in  town, 

nr,_!Iill -her  love  - ly.  hairJete  its  mass  - ©s  down  Like  i 


m 


watch  - ea  the  pic  - tur© 
O - ver  the  ban  - is  - ter 
man  - tie  o - ver  his 


m 


m 


I*  T 


m 
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'WAY  UP  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN -TOP- TIP- TOP. 

mi^dtrrnta.  mf 


S.  Old  Mother  Hubbard, 

She  went  to  the  cupboard, 

To  get  her  poor  oog  a bOM} 
Bot  when  ehe  got  there. 

The  oopboard  was  bare. 

And  BO  the  poor  doggy  had  zmm. 
CAonte.'^Let  Q*  all,  etc. 


ittle  Jaoky  Honier, 
fitting  in  a ooroer, 

Sating  a Chriatmae  pie ; 
e etaok  in  hia  thomb, 
od  palled  ODt  a plnm, 

And  aaid,  !•  What  a big  bey  an  11 
monu.—Lei  ne  all.  ato. 


TBABBLING  DOWN  DK  RffiBBE. 

■WbrdB  kj  WILUAM  PEDLAB  * JERRY  BRITTON.  Air  ATT.  the  wood-pile  doom: 

Solo  ■ Chorus  I , _ I ^ Solo 


1.  De  Bun  am  shin  . in^  nine-  ty*  nine; 

2.  De  sun  am  sink  - in^,  sink-ing  low; 

B ft-Tn  ris  • in’  in  de  air;  - 


Tr'ab-blinp  down  de  rib  - ber;  Wo'se 
Trab-bling  slow  - ly  home -ward;  I 
Keep  your  eye  on  de  fish  - line;  I 

Chorus 


gwine  to  stop  ri^ht  here  and  dine; 
tink  we  will  no  farth-er  go; 

guess  we  aiift  no  time  to  spare; 


Trab-bling'  down  de  rib  - ber;  l)ar 

Trab  - bling  slow  - ty  home  ■>  ward; 
l&ep  your  eye  onde  fish  • line;  De 

Solo 


aint  no  use  to  arg  - u - ty; 

Hark  I hear  de  ra  - pids  roar; 

moon  - am  ris  • ing  on  de  hill; 


Ti*ab- bling  down  de  rib  - ber;  Dese, 

Trab  - bling  slow  - ty  home  - ward;  "Wei’ll 

TTftftp  your  eye  onde  fish  • line;  Just  ■ 


nigs  has  got  to  eat  or  die, 

pitch  de  tents  and  work  no  more, 

sit  a - round  and  take  your  fill; 


Trab-  bling  down  de  rib  - ber. 

Trab  - bUng  alow  - ty  borne  - ward. 
Keep  your  eye  onde  fish-  Une. 


Good-bye,  Good-bye,  Fare-well  to  the  old  camp  ground!  TVhen  the  mom-ing mists  have 

^ For  Cho,  to' last  verse. 


cleared  aApay  We’ll  haul  the  pan-vae  down. 


^ Haul  the  canvas.  Haul  the  canvae  down. 


4. 

De  coffee’s  billn’  in  de  pot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 

De  taters  steaming  mighty  hot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 

De  fish  am  frying  in  de  pan; 

Make  dat.  coffee  blacker! 

Oh!  aint  it  time  dis  meal  began; 
Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 


6. 

Fill  up  your  disb  with  onions  fried; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Stow  dem  sway  in  your  inside; 

Feel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Oh!  take  a .speckled  trout  or  two; 

Feel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Par’ll  be  none  left  when  we  get  through; 
Feel  dem  taters  thizmerl 


6. 

De  owls  done  singing  on  de  twig; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 

De- tadpoles  gettin’ mighty  big; 

Haul.dat  packstrap  tighter! 

De  boat  am  waitin’  on  de  shore; 

Haul  dat  psickstrap  tighter! 

You’ll  nebber  see  dese  olg^  no  more; 
Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 


id9 


WERE  OUT  ON  A TEAR. 
Camping  Song. 


WeVe  out  on  a tear  to  get  fresh  air;  And  keep  our  liv  - era  health;  We 

We  range  the  woods  in  search  of  game^But  lit  - tie  do  we  find'  The 

Now  you  who  dress  in  fine  ar  - ray,  And  board  at  big  ho  - tels,  Who 


rise  ere  break  - fast  ev  - ry 
wil  • y ' deer  pricks  up  hie 
dine  off  chi  - na  ev 


, To  make  us  wise  and  wealth-y; 
And  leaves  us  far  be  - hind. 

Vy  day,  And  pose  as  hour!  - ing  swells; 


We 

And 

Who 


wear  old  clothes  and  know  no  woes  Of  irk  - some  civ  - il  - i - za  - tion;  We 

\^en  we  meet  a hab  - i - tant,  He  asks  us  ‘Ssho’s  your  hat  - ter”;  We 

ne  - ver  have  an  ap  - pe-  tite  That’s  not  pro  - duced  by  bit  - ters; 


car  -ry  a grease  spot  on  our  pants  As  a mark 

wash  our  dish-  es  in  the  sand;  We’re  to\^, 

gaze  on  us  and  gnash  your  teetl^  You  mis  - 


of  e-man  • ci  - pa  - tion. 
but  that’s  no  mat  • ter! 
er  - a - ble  crit  - tera! 


Then  shake,  old  pard,  our  palms  are  hard,  Our  hands  and  the  - ea  brown, 


We  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Jerry  Britton  and  Mr.  Robert  ^son 
characteristic  and  breezy  camp  songs  “We’re  Out  On  a Tear  ^d 
bling  Down  de  Rfl^ber.”  Mr.  Britton  sent  the  songs  on  request  with  the 
following  delightful  letter: — 


■■I  am  d'ellghted  fto  hear  this  echo  from  my  old 
■•whoim  I have  not  heard  for  many  moons.  It  pl^es  me  to  know  ^ 

"flud  time  nm«i  nJeasure  for  and  in  the  old  camp  doggerel.  It  tnkee  me  baok  to 
“m^  a oS  with  me  througU  maiy  a tap  d.  The  sun  .ete 

■•STaSdTe  o“SkerotXlwng  camp-fire  and  tie  ctr  pt  the  loon  Interrupt  its  _ 
“rhyithm  when  I wake  in  the  night.  . 

••M«t  havine  a very  seductive  voice  myself.  1 never  venture  to  soar  on  the 
but  I'm  glad  someone  can  take  seme  pleasure  out  of  tie 

"While  the  coffee  gets  hotter  and  blacker.  sincerely  youra. 

“JERRY  BRITTON.” 
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AMO*  AHAS,  I love:  A LASS. 


Aito,  AMA8.  1 LOVE  A LASS. 


2t>l 


There  a man  went  up  .and  down  To  eeek.  a din-ner  thro*  the  town. 

) FFir  F Fpr 


2.  What  wre^  Is  he  who  wife  forsakes 
Who  best  ol  Jam  and  waffles  makes. 

3.  He  feels  hie  cash  to  know  his  penoe 
And  finds  be  has  but  Just  six  cents. 

4.  He  finds  at  last  a right  cheap  place. 

And  enters  In  with  modest  (Sm. 

6.  The  bill<of-fare  he  searches  throngh. 

To  see  what  his  six  cents  will  do. 

6.  The  cheapest  viand  of  them  all 

le  "Twelve  and  a half  cents  for  two  Fleh- 
ball." 

7.  The  waiter  be  to  him  doth  call. 

And  gently  whispers,  “Ofte  Fish-balh" 


8.  The  waiter  roars  It  through  the  hall: 

The  guests  they  start  at  "One  B*l8h>balL" 

9.  The  gueet  then  saye,  quite  111  at  eesa 
"A  piece  of  bread,  elr.  If  you  pleasa” 

10.  The  waiter  roars  it  through  the  hall, 

"We  don't  give  bread  with  ons  Flsh'balL** 

MORAL 

11.  Who  would  have  bread  with  Me  P^sh-ball 
Must  get  It  first  or  not  at  all. 

12.  Who  would  Flsh'balls  with  fixln’e  eat. 
Must  get  some  friend  to  stand  the  treat 
(Bach  stanza  Is  r^eated  as  a chorae). 
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SPEED  AWAVl 


Aisoui2tb«rapantltloa«ofthe8«aeeMtoOB«wbkhforlta  ainsolur  bMOtrU  •omawlikt jnU  ImpwB.  When*mftlden 
dies.  (b^imprlBoa  a yoong  bird  ontil  it  fl»t  be(^s  to  try  lU  powers  of  song,  and  then,  loading  it  wltt  klsBoa  and  earesaes, 
they  loose  ite  trands  oyWioM  grave,  la  the  beUet  that  it  viU  not  fold  its  wls^  nor  oloM  its  eyes.  natU  it  hM  flown  to  Uio 
spirit  land,  and  delivered  its  preoioos burden  of  affection  to  the  loTed'aad  l<wt.  "Itla  not  oiuieQnent, ' says  the  Indian 
tuetorian,  " to  see  twenty  or  wMy  birds  set  loose  at  once  over  one  grave.* 


close,  she  will 

lies  all  QD 


ask  for  the  loved  Who  pine  np  - on  earth  since  •>  the 

not  - ad  the  while,  And  bis  thin  lips  wreathe 


9.  And  oh  I wilt  thoa  tell  her,  blest  bird  on  tfaewlng. 
That  her  aiother  hath  ever  a aad  song  to  sing  t 
loat  ehe  stuideth  alone  in  the  still  qaiet  nif^t. 

And  her  fond  heart  goee  forth  for  the  being  of  night 
Who  had  slept  in  her  boeom.bnt  who  wonld not  stay  f 
Bpa^  away  i speed  away  I speed  away  t 


4.*Go.  bird  of  the  silver  wingl  fetterless  now ; 

Stoop  not  thy  bright  pinions  on  yonmonntaiti'sbrow  -, 
Bot  hie  tbee  awny  ^er  rook,  liver  and  glen, 

And  find  oar  young  “Bay  8in7''erenigh^os«  again. 
T7pl  oDwardI  let  noting tby  missieD  delay. 

Speed  away  1 apeed  sway  I ivpeed  away  I 
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OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 


Dere’a  where  my  heart  U tarn  • ing  eb  • ber.  Dare's  where  de  old  folks  stay. 

Den  ma  • xxy  hap  • py  day  I eqaan-dered,  Ms  • ey  de  eocgs  I sang. 

Still  sad  - ly  to  my  mem  • 'ry  msh  - ee,  No  mat  - Ur  whete  I rove. 


Still  long  • ing  for  de  old  plant  • a • tlou,  And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 
Oh  > take  me  to  my  kind  old  rood  • der.  Dere  let  me  lib  and  die. 

Whan  shall  I hear  de  ban  - Jo  tfiram-raiog.  Down  in  my  good  old  home? 

I - - _ - - I r k- 


rV-  O dar  • keys,  how  my  heart  grows  wear  • y, 


Far  from  the  old  fOiu 


t 8teN9  av  Finr. 


f 

■ -■1-1  J --g  T m — 

All  de  w 

orld  am  sad  and  drear  - y.  Db  - r 

7 where  I roam, 

1 
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IHB  LORELEY. 


irsiNB,  la*). 

18T  & 8>ni  Tnrok. 


1.  Oh  I (ell  me  what  it  mean  • eth,  Tbie  gloom  and  tear  • fnl 


ISTftibcsBMa 


A wondroaa  form  and  fair ; 
With  jewels  bright  she  plaitetb 
Her  ehiniog  golden  hair : 
with  comb  of  sold  preparee  it, 
The  task  with  song  begniled  ; 
A fltfal  harden  bears  it— 

That  melody  so  wild. 


9.  l%e  boatman  on  the  river. 

Lists  to  the  song,  spell- teand; 

Oh  I what  shall  him  deliver 
From  danger  threat’ning  'round  t 
The  waters  deep  have  oaaght  them, 
Both  boat  and  boatman  brave  : 

The  Lordey’s  song  bath  broaght  tbsm 
Beneath  the  foaming  wave. 
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THE  COLORED  FOUR  HUNDRED. 

WordBbyH.G.-'WHBEI^R.  J.  W.  WHEELER. 


306 


p'~'f  pi J._J  J^i  J .j!p  r Pir-'i?  i. 

all the  wiiile we  tip  our  bats,  aad  bow  and  smile;  We  re  - pre 

down the  aisle we  siny  a-lon^  in  pal  - lant  style;  WbVe  “in the 


sent the  el  - e ..  ment_ they  call  four  hun  - drfed  swells. 

swim’!_  and  out  to  \rinj we’re  col  - ©red  tho  - rou^  - brede. 


fl  1 k 1 k 1 . . . 

pip  p’  Pf 

m T t 1 

L=i  - [frrr  f 

j#  - iT7 
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m 
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^1  ^,1. 
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The  British  Grenadiers 

I6th  Century 

Arranged  by  Hans  Drbssel. 


Whene’er  we  are  coimnanded, 
To  storm  the  palisades, 

Our  leaders  march  with  fuses. 
And  we  with  hand-grenades; 
We  throw  them  from  the  glacis, ' 
About  the  enemies'  ears, 

Sing  tow  row  row  row  row  row, 
The  British  Grenadiers. 


Then  let  us  fill  a bumper, 

And  drink  a health  to'  those 
Who  carry  caps  and  pouches. 
And  wear  the  louped  clothes ; 
May  they  and  their  commanders 
Live  happy  all  their  years, 
With  a tow  row  row  row  roW  TOW 
For  the  British  Grenadiers. 
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The  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland, 

Arranged  hy  Han»  Dusbu 


H w Ip 

noble 

^eds  are  done,  And  ills  oh  in  m 

r~r 

7 heart  I wish  him  safe  at  home 

• r w - , _ 

k — --tat 

Oh  I what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 
laddie  wear  ? 

Oh  I what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 
laddie  wear  ? 

A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  and’  on  bU 
breast  a plaid. 

And  it’s  oh  1 in  my  heart  I lo’e  my  Highland 
lad.  A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  tfr. 
Oh  I wlwt,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highfand  lad  be  slain  ? 

Oh  1 what,  tell  roe  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  ? 

Oh,  no  1 true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  again, 

For  .ts’s  oh  I my  heart  would  break-  if  my  Highland  lad  were  slain. 

Oh.  no  1 true  love  will  be  his  guard,  ffc. 


yuur  nigoiana 

laddie  dwell  ? 

Oh  I where  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland 
laddie  dwell  ? 

He  dwelt  in  bonnie  Scotland,  where  blooms 
the  sweet  blue  bell. 

And  its  ohi  in  my  heart  I lo’e  my  laddie  well. 
He  dwelt  in  boonie  Scotland,  r*. 
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SLEEP,  LADY,  SLEEP  1 
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SLEEP,  TiAnv,  SLEEP. 
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Loch  Lomond. 


Traditional  Scotch  Huodt. 


t ft  f "5T  t f ' -r 

e?  • er  wont  to  gae.  On  the  bon-nie,  bon -nie  banks  of  Loch  Lo-mon’. 

Hie-land  hills  we  Tiew,  And  the  moon,  com-ing  out  in  the  gloam-ing, 

se^'Ond  spring  a - gain,  Tho*  the  waefu’  may cease  frae  their  greet-ing. 

^ ^ ^ J ^ J 


&SFBA1N  Britker. 


j 

r 

t 

t 

t 

W-  ■< 

1 ^ 

ohi 

w> 

yell 

tak' 

the 

high  road 

and 

111  tak’  the 

J ^ 

low  - road,  And 

_h  ^ 

^ — a— 

, ^ ^ . , . T-C~^  r g~g- 

111  in  Scot 'land  a • fore  ye.  But  me  and  my  true  lore  will 

J .J*  J . J -Ji../ 
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LOCH  LOMOND. 
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Shades  of  Evening, 


ttmpo. 


Dar1e  • er  shadows  round  us  ho-ver,  Isle  of  beau  - ty  fare-ihee  well 


*Tis  the  hour  when  happy  faces 
Smile  around  the  taper’s  light 
Who  will  hil  our  vacant  places? 

Who  will  sing  our  songs  to-night? 
Thro’  the  mist  that  floats  above  usj 
Faintly  sounds  the  vesper  bell, 
Like  a voice  from  those  who  love  us, 
fireathiog  fondly — fare-thee-well  I 


When  the  waves  arcund  us  breaking, 
As  I pace  the  deck  alone, 

And  my  eye  in  vain  is  seeking 
Some  green  leaf  to  rest  upon ; 

What  would  I not  give  to  wander 
Where  my  old  companions  dwell 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder, 
Isle  of  beauty,  fare-thee-well. 


Harkl  Hark  I the  Lark. 


• nae^  His  steeds  to  wa  - ter  at  those  springs,  On  cha-lic’d  flow’rs  that 


-buds  be  - gin 


To  ope  the  gold  • en  eyes  j 


With  ev  - ‘ly  - things t} 

0- 
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HARK!  HARK!  THE  LARK. 


let  A ted  Tenor 


Harmooized  for  Male  Voices  by  W.  B,  P 


laugh,  ha  I hal  Why  its  het-ter  than  all  the  tears,  That  a bo-dy  could  shed  for 

laugh,  ha  I hal  Why  there’s  laughter  in  eu'-.y  thing,  In  the  ri-vers,  and  birds  that 

^ J 
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A XOLLT  GOOD  LAUGH. 
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A JOLLY  GOOD  LAUGH. 
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Jim  Crack  Corn. 


plantation  Song 
Arranged  by  Hans  Dbbssbu 


An*  when  he  ride  in  de  arternoon, 

I follow  wid  a hickory  broom ; 

De  poney  being  berry  shy, 

When  bitten  by  de  blue-tail  fly. 

Jim  crack  corn,  fltc. 

One  day  he  rode  around  de  farm, 

De  flies  so  numerous  dey  did  swarm; 
One  chance  to  bite  him  on  the  thigh, 
Dedebble  take  dat  blue-tail  fly. 

Jim  crack  corn,  Ac. 


4.  Dt  poney  run,  he  jump  an'  pitch, 

An’  tumble  massa  in  de  ditch ; 

He  died,  an'  de  jury  wonder'd  why, 
De  verdic  was  de  blue-tail  fly. 

Jim  crack  corn,  &c. 

5.  Dey  laid  'im  under  a 'simmon  tree, 
His  epitaph  am  dar  to  see : 

Beneath  dis  stone  I'm  forced  to  lie, 
All  by  de  means  ob  de  blue-tail  fly." 
Jim  crack  corn,  dec. 
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If  tlw  Waters  Could  Speak. 


Words  and  music  hj  CbarlkS  Charam, 
Modtrato  Arranged  for  mixed  voices  6yW.  E.  F. 


1 I r J 1 J — _r*  1 L ~ 1 1 1 r 

tJ 

r 

r 

C 

r 

r u u 

T J 

tears 

and 

lai|^  • ter 

and 

song  Would  its 

pent—  up 

bo  • aom 

great 

and 

might 

7 

throng  -That  shall 

wake  at  'the 

trum  • ^t's 
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A 

A A J 

A . j 

J J 
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IF  THE  WATERS  COULD  SPEAK. 


low. 


erne.  / 

.1  . J.^ 


r ^ /"P' 

low  hopes  laid  low  Would  min  - gle  with  those  bf  bright  • er  i ca  • 


erne.  / 


poco  rati. 


poco  rall\ 


flow.. 
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Weel  may  the  keel  row. 


All^retto 
1st  & ^nd  Tenor. 


BORDER  SONG 
arranged  i y Hansi  Drbssbu 


wbo  is  like  my  John -ny,  So 
has  nae  mair  o*  • learu-ing  1 haa 
wears  a blue  bon -net  blue 
A-S — t 1 S-JS-, 


lirsh,  so  blithe,  so 
tells  his  weekly 
bon  • net  blue 


bon  - ny, 
earn  • ing;  Yet 
bon  • net  He 


1st  & 2nd  Bass. 


lai.  Time  Time  pp 


fore-most  mong  the  mo-ny  keel  lads  o’ Coal -y  Tyne.  He’ll''Sit  or  row  so 
right  frae  wrang  dis  • cem  - ing,  Tho’ brave,  nae  bruiser  he.  I'ho’  he  no  worth  a 
wears  a blue  bon-net  A dim-pie  in  bis  chin ; And  weel  may  the 

■ S ^ S ^ ^ ^ S S ?■ 
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Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 


ArTAQg^  by  HaKS  PreSRL. 


Tenor 

Baritone 


lieve  me,  if  all  those  en  - dear-ing  young  charms  Which  1 
is  not  while  beau*ty  and  youth  are  thine  own,  And  thy 


gaze  on  so  fond^ly  to  - day,  Were  to  change  by  to>mor-row,aDd 


soul  can  be  known,  To  which  time  will  out  make  thee  more  dear;  No,  the 


ftili  be  a - dot’d  as  this  mo-ment  thou  art,  Let  thy 
heart  that  has  tru-ly  lov’d  nev-er  for-geta,  But  as 


love  > li  * ness  fade  as  it 
tru  - ly  loves  on  to  the 


21ifi 


A CATASTROPHE. 


MALE  VOigES. 

Words  by  CiiA&  M.  Shbldon.  Music  by  M.  D.  Spragvx. 

Allegro  vivace^ 


2S7 
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WHEN  YOU  AND  I WERE  YOUNG. 


Words  by  QEOKGE  W.  JOHNSON. 

J fi  i . VP  , 


Music  by  J.  A.  BUTTERFIELD 
Arr.  by  Carrie  B.  Adams. 


I wan-dered  to-day 
A oi  - ty  so  si 

They  say  I am  fee 

VP 


to  the  hill,  Ma^-gie,  To 

lent  and  lone,  Mag‘-gie,  Where  the 

ble  with  age,  Mag’-gie,  My 


watch  the  sceoe  be  • lowj 
youn^  and  the  gay  and  the  best 
steps  are  less  spright  • ly  than  then 


and  the  creak  - ing  old 
iehed  white  man-  sions  of 
is  a well  writ  - ten 


Arrangement  by  pemiission  of  Lorenz  Publishjug  Co.  from ‘ In  Lighter  Vein^* 
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OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


B If  two  choruses  ciuinot  be  hail  then  the  1st  Tenor  must  sin|'  the  up* 
per  notes  of  the  chorus  and  in  that  case  the  2nd  Tenor  ung 

the  upper  notes  of  the  original  chorus  and  all  sing  the  last  measure 
of  the  invisible  chorus. 
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OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


{Bumming) 
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The  low  - backed  Car. 


Tenor  & Baritone 


Arraagfed  by  HAi<s.l>ustti;. 


When  first  I sawsnect  Peg-gy,  'Twas  on  a mar-ket  day,  A 

In  bat-tie's  wild  com  mMion  The  proud  and  might-y  Mars,  With 


low  backed  tar  she  drove,  and  sat  Up- on  a truss  ^ haf;  But  when  that  hay 
jTO-tile  scythes,  de  - mands  his  tithes  Of  death  in  war-like  cars ; While  Peg-gy,  peace-ful 


blooming  grass,  And  decked  with  flow’rs  of  spring  No  flow'r  was  there  that  could  compare  With  the 
god  -dess,  Has  darts  in  her  bright  eye,  That  knock  men  down  in  the  market  town*  As 


bloom-ing  girl  I sing.  As  she  sat  in  the  low>backedcar,  The  man  at  the  turn  pike 
right  and  left  they  fly  While  she  sits  in  ibe  low-backed  car,  Than  bat-ties  more  dang-erous 
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Sweet  Genevieve. 


AaiiofAifMiitTaXO. 

Tenor 


11.  TucKse 

Arranged  by  Hans  Drbssbl 

4—^ 


e-vieveld  give  th- world  to  live  »-gain.he  loveTy  i>Mtl  ■rte 
F?ir  Ge"4^ve,My  ‘Ur-lylove.  The  but  mate  thee  dgoer^y 


snggr-4rv;-  .j-ggTA 


see  thv  face  in  ev  - 'ry  dream,  My  wak-ing  thoughts  are  full  of  thee;  Thy 

“ aI  past  has  no  rLgret  What -e’er  the  years  niay  bring  to  me  ; 1 


.l.oreis  in  th’  star- ry  beam  That  falls  a - long  the  sum-iner  sea.-  O, 

the  bourwhen  6rst  we  met.  The  hour  that  gave  me  love  and  Ihee^q 


Gen  - e-vieve.  sweet  Gen-e-vieve.The  days  may  rome,  the  daysmay  go.  But 


I 


stdUhe  hands  of  mem’-ry  weave  The  bli.s-ful  dreams  of  long  a^^g^ 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME, 


^38 


INDEX 


A.  Canadian  Boat  Sooff  . . . , . 

A Capita  Si^  

A Home  By  Ine  Sm 

A JoUy  Good  Lau^ 

A Ia  Cbure  Fontaizw 

Afl»a  WeU  

Alma  Uater 

Alouette  

Atno,  Axaaa;  I Loi^  A htm  . 

America  

A-Boving*  

Auf  Wi^ersehn 

Auld  Lang  Syne  

Aunt  Dinah's  Quilting  Party 

Aura  1/ee  

Away,  Away  
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. 126 
. 139 
217 
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190 
60 
107 
200 
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. 112 
138 
109 
61 
134 
134 


Ba^^>ea,  Ibe  

Banks  Of  Loch  Lomond  ....... 

Battle  Hymn  Of  The  RepuhUc  , 

Belgian  NatiMwl  Hymn 

Believe  Me  U AU 

Blue  Awl  White.  Ihe 

Blue  Bells  Of  Scotland 

Boimie  Banks  Of  Looh  Loanond 

Bonnie  Doon  

Boots,  The  

Breathe  Soft,  Ye  Winds 

Bridget  Donahue  

Br^adier,  Le  

British  Grenadiers,  The  ....... 

Bugaboo,  The  Cruise  Of  ....... 

Bi^  Dog,  The 


89 

229 

17 

22 

226 

31 

210 

218 

110 

87 

176 

153 

102 

209 

40 

70 


Camping  Song  

Canadian  Boat  Song 

Cannibalee  

Capital  Slip,  A 

Caimen  Liberorum  

Oetastroi^e,  A 

Chinese  Song  

Choral  Mar<h  

Oletnentine  

College  Gown  

Colored  Four  Hundred,  The 

Commencement  

Cruise  Of  The  Bugaboo,  The 


118 

128 

186 

126 


77 

22 

45 

67 

206 

33 

40 


Darling  Clementine  . 

Dear  £v<eUna 

Diggy  Daddy  

Dude  

Drapeau  de  Carillon 
Dri^  To  Me  Only  . 
Dulce  Domum 


En  Rovdant  Ma  Boide  .... 
Ene  Mene  Mine  Mo  ..... 

Eulalie  

EveBna  • 

Far  Away  In  The  South  ■ 

Farewell  

Parewett  To  The  Forest  . . 

Past  And  Par 

Forsaken  Am  I 

Forty  Years  On  


Gaudeamus  

Genevieve  

Give  Me  A Home  . • • • • 

Glory  And  Love  To  The  . • • 
God  Preserve  Our  Native  Land 


God  Save  The  King  ••••••••■ 

God  Save  The  King,  (French.) 


Gwine  Back  To  Dixie 

Goodnight,  Ladiee  

Goodnagh/t,  (Round.)  


H«SO* 


46 

62 

179 

136 

104 

128 

85 


99 

63 

143 

6? 


'146 

178 

18 

194 

186 

46 

92 

236 

139 

167 

8 

6' 

97 

186 

71 


47 


Halli,  Hallo  

Hark,  I Hear  A Voice  

Hark,  Hark  The  Lark  

Harp  That  Once,  The 

Heigho,  Heigho 

Here’s  To  The  Maiden 

Heh  A Good  Old  Soul 

He’s  A Daisy 

Home  By  The  Sea 

Honor  Old  Varsity  

How  Can  I Bear  To  Leave  Thee 

I Cannot  Help  Winking 

If  The  Waters  (kiuld  Speak 

Integer  Vitae  

I’se  Gwine  Back  To  Dude  ....... 

1*56  Trabling  Back  To  Georgia  . 

It  Followed  

I’ve  Lost  My  Doggie 

Jim  Crack  Com  

Jingle  Bells  

Johnny  Schmoker  

Jolly  Good  Laugh,  A .......... 

Juanite  

Keel  Row  

Kemo  Kimo 

Kingdom  Coming  


LaiKUac^’e  Daughter,  The 

Le  Bri^dier  

Le  Drapeau  de  CarBlon  ^ . 

Litoria  

Loch  Lomond  

Lone  Fi^  Bail,  The 

Loreley,  The  

Low  Backed  Car,  The  . . . 
Lulla^  Of-  The  Iroquois  . 


Maid  From  Algoma 

Malbrouck  

Maple  Le^  The  

March  Of  The  Men  Of  Harlech  . . . 

Man^ng  Song 

Massa’s  In  The  (Told  Ground 

May  God  Preserve  Thee,  Canada 

Me  Get^  Married 

Meerschaum  Pipe  

Men  Of  Harledi  

Mermaid,  The  

Merrily,  Merrily  

Mi^el  Roy  

Mine  Eyea  nave  Seen  'Hie  GlMy.  • 

Minstrel  Boy,  The  

My  Bonnie' - 

My  Country,  Tla  Of  Thee 

My  Darling  Clementine 

My  Homeh  On  The  Boundless  Sea 

My  Old  Kentucky  Home  

Muah,  Murii,  Mur^ • 

O (Tanada  

0 Genevieve  

O’Hooliban • • 

0 My  Darling  Clementine  ....... 

Old  B^ck  Joe  

Ok)  Black  Joe 

Old  Folks  At  Home  

Old  Crimea  

Old  Kentucky  Home 

Old  Red  Ciiadle,  The  

Old  Toronto 

Old  Voices  

On  The  Banks  Of  The 
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. 164 
197 
. 216 
28 

. 86 
132 
. 191 
. 196 
. 139 


80 

131 


192 

221 

67 


136 
146 
87 
. 141 


220 

36 

130 

.217 

166 


224 

64 

116 


102 

104 

32 

213 

201 

204 

236 

144 


240 


0 6€e  Titat  Watermelon 
0 Tampora,  O Mores  . . . . 

Over  The  Bai^ster 

Over  llie  Billows  Afar  . 


188 

34 

196 

168 


Peanut  Song..^ 

Peggy  MuJT»hy • • 

Peter  Gray  

Pipe,  The • • • " • • 

Poadxers  Of  Lincolscrfiire,  The 

Polly  WoWy  Doodle 

Poor  Old  Joe ' 

Pork  Beans  And  Hard  Tad):  . . 

Pride  Of  The  Nortti,  The 

Pushful  Poill!ywog,  Tie 


161 

74 

167 


96 

89 

94 

74 

274 

78 


Quilting  Parl^ 


61 


Bagimen^  Song  of  He  Q.  0.  B., 

Rosalie  

Row  Your  Boat 

Rule  Britannia  


162 

83 

114 

68 

13 


Sailing  

SaiKng  Acroas  TTie  Sea 

Say,  Saji  My  Bark  Canoe  . . 

Sew  My  Off  

Soots  Wha  -Hae 

Seeing  Nellie  Home • 

Shades  Of  Eveodng 

Sleep  hai^  Sleep 

SleuduvWr'e  Serenade  

Solmert  R^arerwdl  

Sokoton  Levi  

Sod  Of  A Gsonbolier 

Span^  Gnttar,  Tlte  

Speed  Away  

Stars  Of  The  Summer  Night 
Stars  Trembling  O’er  Us.  . 

Swanes  Ribber  

Sweet  Evelim  

Sweet  Genevieve 

Sur  mon  pbre  


66 

174 

108 

68 

12 

61 

216 

211 

142 

181 

72 

68 

62 

202 

187 

129 

203 

62 

236 

101 


Tarpaulin  Jacket  

Tenting  On  The  Old  Gamp 

The  Bagpipes  

The  Blue.  And  ^hHe  . * 


•Rie  Boots  - 

•Hie  Crufee  Of  The  Bugaboo. 

The  Harp  That  Once 

Hie  Loreley 

'Hie  Maple  Leaf 


110 

118 

89 

81 

37 

40 

28 

204 

9 


llie  Minstrel  Boy 

TTm  Pipe  

The  i^t^ee  Of  Night  . 
The  Tramp’s  Song 
Ilaere  Is  A Tavern  . . 


There  Were  ‘Three  Oows 

There’s  Onl^  Room  For  One 

Those  Evening  B^ls 

YTtree  Blind  Mice 

Three  Crows,  The  

Three  Little  Kittens  

Three  Score  And  Ten  

Time  Hae  Come,  The 

Toback  

To  The  North 

Toronto  le  Our  Undveraity 

Toronto,  The  Pride  Of  The  North  . . 
To  The  North  To  The  Land  Of  Pine 

Trabling  Back  To  Georgia 

Trablmg  Down  De  Ribber 

Trail  Of  My  Little  Canoe 

Tramp's  Song,  The  • 

Trooper,  The 

True  Love  

Twas  Friday  Mom  

Two  Roses  


48 

64 

226 

84 

81 

66 

40 

208 

81 

66 

262 

191 

160 

162 

81 

26 

88 

146 

198 

182 

48 

177 

148 


Ubihene,  ibi  petria 

Un  Canadien  Errant  

Up  And  On  v. 

Upidee  


49 

98 

90 

96 


Vesper  Hymn  

Vicar  Of  Bray  . . .. . 
Vive  La  Canadienhe 
Vive  La  Compagnie 


214 

120 

97 

76 


Watermdon,  The  * 

^Way  Down  t^n  The  Swnnee 

TVay  Up  On  The  Mountain  Top 

We^  May  The  Keel  Rotv 

Weep  No  More  '• 

We’re  Out  On  A Tear  

When  Johnny  Comes  Marching  Home  . . . 
When  You  And  I Were  Young,  Maggie  . . 

Where  Are  You  Going 

Vnio’s  The  Best  Man  

Wrap  Me  Up  In  My  . . - 


197 
224 
218 
199 

198 
280 

61 

161 

110 


Ye  Banks  And  Braes  . . . UO 

Ye  Shepherds,  T^l  Me  148 

Young  Reeroit,  The  121 
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